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   Vanitas vanitatum omnia vanitas.
 
   “Vanity of vanities; all is vanity”
 
   Ecclesiastes 1:2
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   Old Saybrook, Connecticut
 
    
 
   David Lyon tried to ignore the half-empty bottle of Jim Beam thudding against the hull, hoping he could fall back asleep.  Every movement of the sailboat in the water sent the bottle back against the fiberglass.
 
   After a few minutes of this, the alarm on his phone went off and he was fully awake.  Awake, and unhappy about it.  He shut his eyes against the sunlight streaming in the port windows and  felt around for the bottle of water he knew was on the galley table.  Once again, he had fallen asleep on the cabin’s settee instead of making it up to the bed in the forward berth.
 
   Lyon chugged the entire bottle of water and grimaced at the sour feeling in his stomach.  His neck was stiff and his lower back felt like shards of broken glass were floating around where his spine should be.  Not a good start to what was already going to be a difficult day.
 
   He made a pot of coffee and, while it brewed, he looked in the mirror over the sink in the head.  
 
   Getting too much gray in the beard, he lamented to himself, running his hand over the two days’ growth.  
 
   Still none on my head, at least.  
 
   He ran his fingers through his brown hair and managed to neaten it up somewhat.  After staring into the mirror for a long moment, Lyon decided he was presentable enough for traveling.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   He looked at the calendar on his phone, double-checking the departure time for his flight.  Plenty of time.  Air Canada flight 7303—Hartford to Montreal—didn’t leave until 10:55.   
 
   Lyon poured the coffee into a dirty mug, opened the companionway hatch and stepped up onto the deck.  Sitting at the helm, he looked out over the Connecticut River, glassy smooth in the early spring morning.  People were knocking about on other boats at the marina, but these were retirees getting ready for the sailing season, not people living on their boats as Lyon had been doing for the past six months.  His house, and his wife, were just up the river in Essex, but the 32-foot sailboat Shark Byte was now his home.  
 
   The boat was supposed to be for family outings on weekends and summer vacations—trips to Block Island, day sails on Long Island Sound or just time spent going nowhere together.  Now that was all gone.  He looked down at the tan line where his wedding ring used to be.  His thumb rubbed the callus underneath and Lyon wondered if Sarah was also having her morning coffee, looking at the river from her favorite spot on the back deck.
 
   He put the thoughts of Sarah out of his head, but then his mind turned to darker things.  Lyon had had the dream again last night.  Over the past year or so of having this dream, he had developed the habit of waking up in the middle of it, to escape what he knew was coming.  This time, just as the red and blue lights were lighting up the neighborhood and before he opened the door to the state trooper, he had jolted himself awake.  All the dreams Lyon ever had were strange mash-ups of the real and the unreal, but this one was different.  It was as if a camera in his mind had recorded the events of that night last year, and, when he slept, his subconscious hit play.  Every detail was there, everything was in order as it had happened.  Over the months, he had found himself thinking of that night less and less, but the dream would bring him right back.   
 
   “Dammit,” Lyon muttered under his breath.   
 
   He gulped down the last of his coffee and went belowdecks to pack.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   After twenty years of business travel, Lyon had gotten to know planes well enough to hate the Beechcraft 18-seater he was now on.  Every bump of the small plane was a shock to his (already questionable) back, and the loud turboprops on the other side of the window weren’t helping his headache.  He tried to focus on the legal papers in front of him, but they bounced around with every jostle of the plane.  Holding them up in an attempt to keep them still, he read his lawyer’s markup of the contract to sell his business.
 
   Ten years after Lyon and Doug Eisen had started DataVision, they were now selling it to a middling Silicon Valley company.  At first, it had just been the two of them, selling business software and installing it for small companies around New England.  Now, they had 150 consultants and had built an application of their own; it was a simple one for manufacturers to deal with the volatile cost of some commodities, but it made them stand out and gave them national recognition.  
 
   Doug was always convinced that with just a few more years and a little more hustling, they could double their revenues and hit the IPO jackpot.  Lyon would point to the stagnant sales of the last couple years and bring Doug back down to reality.  Now Lyon wanted out and he had more or less forced Doug into selling, giving him an ultimatum that he either buy out Lyon’s half or they would sell the company.  Doug tried to tell him to wait — the past year had been so hard for Lyon — but he had made up his mind.  
 
   Lyon shuffled through the papers, looking again at the sale price.  It was a very good offer.  He wouldn’t be set for life, nor could he retire right now at 44, but it would be enough that when he did retire in twenty years or so, he wouldn’t have to worry about money. 
 
   The plane lurched to one side and bounced a few more times, so Lyon gave up and put the papers back in their manila folder and looked out the window.
 
   He and Doug had always been friends.  Never close, but they had enough of a friendship that they weathered the setbacks and challenges of starting and growing a business.  Now it seemed like that friendship was at an end as Lyon was forcing Doug to do something he didn’t want to do.
 
   Forcing someone to do things against their will seems to be the theme of the day, he thought as he looked down on the clouds.    
 
   Today, he was on his way to Montreal, his hometown, to move his mother into an assisted living facility.  Alzheimer’s was claiming her mind, her personality and now her ability to be independent in the same apartment where she’d lived for five decades.  After watching the decline over the past few years, Lyon had tried to convince her to move closer to him and Sarah where they could look after her, but she refused.  As she sank deeper into her disease, the apartment became ever more important to her as a fixture of the familiar in a widening sea of confusion.  
 
   Lyon’s father had died when he was a small boy and, as an only child, it fell to him to take care of her.  He had done everything he could to keep her in the apartment—hiring nurses, asking neighbors to check in on her, enrolling her in adult daycare—but after two calls from the building super about smelling gas, Lyon had had enough.  With everything else he had going on in his life, he couldn’t deal with the frustration anymore.  He gave his 80-year-old mother an ultimatum: either she moved willingly into an assisted living facility or he would have her declared incompetent and she would be forced to move.  She had relented and now today was moving day.
 
   Lyon looked at his watch.  It was just past noon.
 
   Well, at least no one can say I’m drinking in the morning, he told himself, and flagged down the flight attendant to order a bourbon and Coke. 
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   2
 
   Montreal
 
    
 
   The basement of the old brick apartment building was dank and musty with a single bare lightbulb that half-lit the storage units lining the walls.  The movers were upstairs finishing the packing while Lyon tried to organize things down here.  His mother’s storage unit had fifty years’ worth of forgotten stuff.  Everything had a mildewy, dusty look to it which told him that nothing had changed since he lived here.  The basement wasn’t where his mother stored things to be retrieved later—it was a place to put things she didn’t want in the apartment but didn’t want to throw away.  Lyon dug into the piles of junk and pulled out broken electronics, boxes of books, an old children’s bike he didn’t remember and countless other detritus from a lifetime lived in one place.
 
   After an hour of sweaty, dirty work, Lyon had excavated his way to the back wall where he found an old steamer trunk.  Among the rotten cardboard boxes and his father’s rusty tools, it seemed out of place.
 
   This thing must have been buried for decades, he thought.
 
   He tried to lift it, but the twinge in his back made him drop the trunk.
 
   Lyon looked it over.  The lock in the middle didn’t look like it was pushed all the way in, so he flipped the two hasps on either end and tried the lid.
 
   What he saw inside was a treasure trove of memorabilia.  There were stacks of photos—his mother and father when they were young, his baby pictures, and pictures of people and places he didn’t recognize.  Lyon sat down and flipped through the photos.  There had to be a couple hundred photographs here, black and white on top of the piles, and color down below.  Several were from his parents’ wedding at Temple Beth Shalom, just a block from here.  He stopped at a picture of his father holding him as a baby, looking at least ten years younger than Lyon was now.  He looked at it for a while, trying to conjure up a memory of his father, but none came.  
 
   There were no photos of extended family; he only saw one of two cousins.  Second cousins?  Third?  Lyon couldn’t remember.  He didn’t expect more, since neither his mother nor his father had had any extended family in Canada, or anywhere else.  Both were French Jews who had lost their fathers, mothers, brothers, sisters, aunts, uncles—everybody—at Auschwitz.  They were part of a very small group of children that had managed to escape Nazi-occupied France together in 1942 and, thanks to distant relatives and the kindness of strangers, made it to Canada.  By coincidence, his mother and father both ended up in Montreal and met up again in high school.
 
   Lyon pulled the photos out of the trunk and piled them up, making his way toward the bottom. Below the photographs was what looked like every one of Lyon’s art projects and report cards from school—from elementary school through college.
 
   Why the hell is this stuff buried in the basement?, he wondered.  She should have these things in albums and framed on the wall so she can look at it whenever she wants.
 
   He realized that if this trunk contained photos and mementos from before he was born until his college graduation, that mean she had been coming down here for years, digging through the piles of boxes to get at the trunk, just to bury it again.  That didn’t make any sense.
 
   As Lyon grabbed what looked like the last of the papers, his eye caught a flash of gold paint.  He tilted the trunk toward the light and saw a framed picture lying at the bottom.  It was the same width as the trunk, so he had to wiggle it to pull it out.
 
   The wooden frame looked like museum quality, with fleur-de-lis around the outer edges and delicate carvings in the middle.  Lyon looked the picture over.  It was a painting of flowers in a glass vase.  He didn’t know much about art; it just looked like the typical kind of flowers and still life paintings people might hang on their walls.  He couldn’t read the signature—it just looked like a few vertical lines with some scribbles in between.    
 
   Lyon touched the surface of the painting and was surprised that it wasn’t a painting at all—it wasn’t canvas and it was perfectly smooth.  He took a closer look and saw that a corner was peeling away from a cardboard backing.  He pulled the corner up and saw that the other side had printed text beneath some yellowed glue.  It was a picture from a magazine.
 
   What is a picture from a magazine doing in this kind of frame? And why is it stored with all these photographs and mementos? Lyon wondered.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   For as long as Lyon could remember, people had told his mother that she looked ten years younger than her age.  No longer.  If anything, Florette Lyon looked older than her eighty years.  She was thinner than he’d ever seen her, she walked with a stooped shuffle and, in the last year her hair had gone white.  
 
   Lyon stepped into the dining room, where she was sitting at the table, watching the movers.
 
   “Maman, I found this in a trunk in the basement,” he said, holding up the gold-framed picture.
 
   She looked up.
 
   “What? What are you doing with that?” she asked, frowning.
 
   Lyon put it on the table in front of her.
 
   “I said, I found this in the basement.”
 
   “Oh,” she said, with a blank look.  “I thought you were one of the movers.”
 
   Lyon suppressed a sigh.  
 
   “No, maman.  I’m David.  What is this and why was it in with family photos and keepsakes?” he asked, tilting the frame up so she could see what was in it.  “And why do you keep all that stuff buried in the basement?  You should have it out where you can look at it.  I think that would be a great project for you after you move into Résidence Mont Royal, putting those photos into albums, having some framed …”
 
   She still wasn’t looking at the picture, but smiled and said, “Well, why don’t you take it home and Megan can hang it up in her bedroom.”  She frowned.  “Are Sarah and Megan here?”
 
   Lyon looked at her, frustrated.  He didn’t know what to say.
 
   After a moment, he replied, “No, they’re at home.”
 
   Giving up on the framed magazine page, Lyon got up to to go back downstairs.
 
   “Mes fleurs….” Florette said in a quiet, quavering voice.
 
   Lyon turned back.  She held the picture in her hands and he could see that her eyes had become red-rimmed.
 
   “What is it?” he asked.
 
   “It’s not a story to tell your children,” she replied, holding the picture up.  “Please put it back where you found it.”
 
   “I’m not a child, maman.  What’s the big deal about this picture?”
 
   In a voice stronger than Lyon had heard in years, she replied, “You may not be a child, but you are my child, you understand?”
 
   “Please, I want to know.”
 
   She looked back to the picture for a long while.  Then she began to speak.  Her voice was forceful, her memory was keen.  It was as if the distant past was clearer to her than was the present.
 
   “When the Germans invaded France in 1940 people panicked—they didn’t know what to do.  When they reached Paris, everyone tried to get out, especially us Jews in the 4th arrondissement.  My father spent the entire drôle de guerre before the invasion trying to reassure my mother, my brothers and me that it would all blow over.  ‘The English and the Germans are just puffing out their chests,’ he would say.  He told us they would find some face-saving way of getting out of it and everything would be fine.  When he saw how wrong he was, I think he panicked, too.  We packed up all the food we could carry and a few valuables.  Even my littlest brother Maurice had a full rucksack and a heavy little suitcase.
 
   “We didn’t have a car, and the trains were already stuffed with people by the time we got to the station.  By luck we ran into a man that my father knew who did have a car—a big one—and it was only him and his wife so there was room for us.  All five of us packed in and we just drove.  We didn’t have a plan other than to get out of Paris before the Germans got there.
 
   “My father had taken us on a trip out to the country the summer before—a town called Larchant.  He said we would be safe there, away from the city.  He was sure the Germans wouldn’t bother with it, so that’s where we went.  I don’t know how far it was, but we were in the car for hours.  The roads were clogged with every kind of vehicle, bicycle or cart trying to get out.
 
   “Well, we finally got to Larchant and we were there for at least two weeks, maybe more.  Once the fear and panic subsided, people were generally friendly and helpful and we made the best of it.  My mother and father tried to pretend that we were back for vacation—taking us on little trips to see the village and the rocks in Fontainebleau .  I was seven, so I was old enough to recognize the fear in my mother’s eyes while we were trying to get out of Paris.  I knew better, but André was five and Maurice was three—they didn’t know, they didn’t understand.  They thought it was all fun.  We slept in a farmer’s barn and played with his two little girls.  The Germans never came, so we went back home.”
 
   Lyon was puzzled.
 
   “I don’t understand.  I’ve heard that story before … parts of it anyway.  What does this picture have to do with it?”
 
   “Not this picture,” Florette said, shaking her head.  She turned the frame face down and continued.
 
   “You remember me telling you about the art supply shop my father had?  That his father had started? They sold paint, canvas, clay, and everything else to the artists that flocked to Paris from all over the world.  It was a good business and it provided for our family for two generations.  Most of their customers were amateurs or poseurs but there were some good ones.  Like most artists, they had no money, but my grandfather and then my father after him would accept artwork as payment from the ones they liked.  They would sell some in the shop and keep others.  They built up a nice collection—nothing too spectacular.  It was more about supporting certain people than acquiring valuable works.  
 
   “The one exception was the painting given to my grandfather from Édouard Manet.”
 
   She paused for effect, but Lyon shook his head.  
 
   “The guy who paints those pictures of lilies that every college student hangs on their wall?” he asked.
 
   Florette snorted.  “No! That’s Monet.  Manet, Manet!”
 
   “OK, OK, Manet,” Lyon replied, holding his hands up in surrender.  He cracked a smile—it had been so long since he’d seen his mother this animated.
 
    “Manet came into the shop every now and then.  He was known as the Father of the Impressionists, so giving this painting was a way for Manet to thank my grandfather for supporting the younger artists.
 
   She paused and closed her eyes, like she was seeing the painting again in her mind.
 
   “The painting was three purple flowers and a lemon.  The flowers were in a glass vase on a table with a white tablecloth and the lemon was on a silver plate.  When I was born, my grandfather gave it to my parents as a gift.  It hung in my bedroom, this beautiful painting by a great French artist, was hanging there just for me.”
 
   Florette opened her eyes.
 
   “My father’s nicknames for me came from that painting—he called me Little Flower.  When I was bad he called me Little Lemon.  Other than some clothes, it was the only thing I brought with me when we left Paris for Larchant.”
 
   She paused, but Lyon didn’t move or say a word.  It had been just the two of them when he was growing up, and they had had conversations about many things, but she had never told him this story.
 
   “Over the next two years things got worse,” Florette continued.  “The puppet Vichy regime cooperated with the Germans in coming after the Jews.  Police came to our house and confiscated our telephone and radio.  Soon we had to wear yellow stars, ride in the last car of the Metro, my father’s business was harassed … It went on and on.
 
   “Then one day in July, I believe it was 1942, word spread that the police were arresting Jews.  Not the Gestapo—this was the French police.  I remember my mother was terrified, but again my father tried to tell us all it was nothing to be worried about.  He said everything was in order with his shop—he had registered it as a Jewish-owned business as required.  There was no other reason why Jews should be arrested if everything was in order, he told us.
 
   “What he didn’t know, and couldn’t imagine, was that they were arresting thousands of us and that there was no criminal or legitimate reason for it.  Men, women and children were being taken from their homes with just the clothes on their backs.  The Nazis demanded it and the police complied.
 
   “Well, that day my brothers had knocked a boule onto the kitchen floor and were playing ‘bread football.’  My mother was furious and, despite her fears about the rumors, she sent me to the boulangerie to get another loaf for dinner.  It was just around the corner from our house on the rue des Rosiers.  Maybe it took me fifteen minutes.
 
   “When I came home, Mr. Bailly from next door rushed out onto the sidewalk as I put my hand on our front door.  He grabbed me around the waist and dragged me, whoosh, right into his house and slammed the door.
 
   “He told me they were all gone.  The police had come and taken my father, my mother and my brothers.  Along with all the other Jews in the neighborhood, they were lined up in the street.  Men, women and children were separated.  They were all put on buses and driven away.  The whole thing was done while I walked to rue Pavée to buy a loaf of bread.
 
   “Mr. Bailly said that while my family was being rounded up in the street, four policemen were in our house.  He had heard them ransacking the place.  The two houses were right up against each other, so he heard everything.  As the buses drove away, the policemen came out with candlesticks, silverware, and as many paintings as they could carry.  As soon as he told me about the paintings, I jumped up and tried to run next door.  I had to see if they had taken my Manet.  He blocked the door and shoved me to the floor.  
 
   “ ‘Stupid girl!’ he yelled.  ‘Do you want them to get you, too?’
 
   “I spent the next few days hiding in his house, then being shuffled off to hide in another house and then another for weeks.”
 
   Florette paused and looked out the window.  Lyon wondered if she was imagining her old Paris neighborhood beyond the glass.  
 
   “I don’t remember any of those people from those other houses—but I remember Mr. Bailly.  He was an old man by then, bent over and with silly, old-fashioned pince-nez eyeglasses on a red ribbon, but that day I remember him being as strong as a bear when he grabbed me and when he pushed me down.  I remember being shocked by it.  I cried for days.  I wanted to go to the police station to find out where my family was.  I wanted to talk to other neighbors to see what they knew.  Mr. Bailly kept me locked up in that house.  I threatened to scream, but he gagged me and tied me to a chair.  I hated him.  I hated him for years, especially after the other families that hid me were so kind, treating me like the sad little girl I was.  I thought, why did he have to be so mean? But he saved my life.
 
   “No one wanted to tell me what had happened, just that my family was gone and not coming back.  I found out later that they had been taken with thousands of other Jews to the Vélodrome d’Hiver—the Vel’ d’Hiv they called it—a cycling stadium in the 15th arrondissement, near the Eiffel Tower.  They were kept there for a few days then sent to one of the transit camps at Drancy or Pithiviers and then probably on to Auschwitz and the gas chambers.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The movers had finished with the boxes and most of the furniture.  Lyon and his mother sat at the dining room table as the apartment emptied out around them, not moving as Florette’s seventy year-old story unfolded.
 
   “You know the story about how your father and I met,” she said.  “Both of us were Jewish children being hidden by Gentiles, eventually meeting up in Toulouse and then further south as part of a plan to get us out of the country.  Robert and I were on the same ship out of Marseilles, sailing with twenty other children to Halifax.  We were the lucky ones who had Québécois relatives to take us in—Canada hardly accepted any Jewish refugees, even children. 
 
   “By coincidence, we were both sent here to the Snowden neighborhood and met up again in high school.  Even after we were married while your father was at university we never talked about what had happened before we met.  It was as if our history had started in Toulouse.
 
   “It was when I was pregnant with you that we finally spoke of it.  We were picking a name for you and I said I wanted you to be named David, after my father.  Robert asked me to tell him about my father—I never had.  I was twenty at the time, only a dozen years or so after my ordeal—but finally enough time had passed that I was ready to talk about it.  I told him all about my brothers and how everyone thought they were twins even though they were two years apart.  I told him about my mother and her curly brown hair that was like a big cloud around her head, and I told him about my father and how he called me Little Flower or Little Lemon, after my painting.
 
   “It made me so sad to talk about them, but it was also good to tell your father.  I never stopped thinking about them, of course.  I still do.  But the worst part was that I couldn’t remember any of their faces, just little details like my mother’s hair or my father’s mustache.  The painting, though—I could remember everything about it.  I could picture it perfectly in my mind.  The exact shade of purple Manet used for the flowers, the heavy brushstrokes of yellow on the lemon.
 
   “I don’t blame your father for what he did.  He thought it would be nice to find a copy of my painting and frame it as a present for when you were born, just as my grandfather had done with the original when I was born.  But, he couldn’t find one.  He searched every book on Manet, but couldn’t even find a mention of a picture of purple flowers and a lemon.  It makes sense, since Manet gave it directly to my grandfather—it wasn’t like it was in a museum first.  So, your father found a picture of another Manet flower painting in a magazine and had it framed.  It was hanging on the wall just there behind you when we brought you home from the hospital.
 
   “It made me too upset.  I was finally able to talk about my family, but seeing that picture … It wasn’t my Manet so it felt like even more of a reminder of what I had lost, not any sort of happy memory.  I took it down and put it in my old steamer trunk in the basement.  It’s been there since you were just two days old.”
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   Montreal
 
    
 
   Lyon was quiet the rest of the day, not knowing quite what to say after hearing his mother’s story.  He had known about her family being lost in the Holocaust, about her escape from France and how she met his father, but just now hearing the story in such a detailed way, it made it more real.  Like the lived experience it was, not just facts of history.
 
   He had put the framed picture back in the trunk with all the photographs and his schoolwork, but had the movers deliver it here to her room at the Résidence Mont Royal.  Lyon stood in the room while his mother was meeting some of the staff down the hall.  They called it her ‘orientation’ but it was nothing more than a forced march through the facility, meeting doctors, nurses and fellow residents.  He pulled the trunk over to the couch.
 
   This is the time in her life when she should be reminiscing about happy memories, he thought.   These pictures should be out where she can see them.  I’ll have to buy some albums for her to put them in.
 
   Lyon sat down on the couch and lifted the trunk lid, moving a stack of photos to get another look at the framed magazine page.  He pulled out his phone and took a picture of it.
 
   If her painting was stolen, shouldn’t it still be out there somewhere? he wondered.  If Manet was the “Father of Impressionism” then any painting by him had to be worth a lot of money.
 
   Lyon did a web search on his phone for ‘Manet painting sale.’  He scrolled through the results.
 
   “Holy shit,” he said aloud.
 
   One sold in the Eighties for $26 million.  More recently, a self portrait had fetched $33 million.
 
   Just then, Florette walked into the room.
 
   “Maman,” he said, jumping up.  “Have you ever tried to find out what happened to your painting?”
She gave him an uncomprehending look.
 
   “Have I ever what?”
 
   Goddamn it.  How is that she can talk for an hour about things that happened seventy years ago, but ...
 
   He stopped himself.
 
   “Your Manet, maman …” Lyon paused, thinking.  What the hell.  Why not?  “I’m going to try to find your painting.” 
 
   “No,” she replied.  “You leave the past alone.”
 
   “But it could be worth millions!” Lyon shouted.
 
   “No,” Florette repeated.  She lowered herself into an armchair and turned to look out a window.  “You brought me to this place, Robert.  You got what you wanted.  I think you should leave now.”
 
   “I’m David,” Lyon muttered through gritted teeth.  He waited for a response, got none, and left.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   From where he sat, looking out his hotel room window, Lyon could see Montreal’s skyline lighting up as dusk turned to night.  He sipped his mini-bar scotch and put his feet up on the desk.  Most people saw Montreal as a romantic city—a piece of the Old World right next door, but it was different for him.  He had plenty of fond memories of his old neighborhood and his friends—trying to climb the cross on Mont Royal or getting pub-goers to give them sips of beer on Crescent Street, but mostly he had just wanted to get out.  While his friends went to McGill or Université de Montréal, Lyon went to the States to Boston University.  He met Sarah there and never looked back.
 
   Sarah.
 
   Lyon unconsciously rubbed the smooth spot on his ring finger and wondered what she was doing now.  He snapped himself out of it and opened his laptop.
 
   He pulled up a browser, searched for ‘World War 2 art theft’ and got 45 million results.  Clicking through the links he quickly got the sense that Nazi looting operations were massive.  Site after site documented the millions of objects stolen by the Nazis—from Jews in every occupied land, from Polish, French, Dutch and other museums, the lists went on.  Several databases had been compiled of known artworks and their current locations.  Even seventy years later, people were still trying to find out what had happened to their family’s property.  He searched a few databases for works by Manet, but nothing came up suggesting that his mother’s painting was on any list, or even that anyone had ever heard of it in the first place.
 
   Lyon just found it hard to believe that such a valuable work could be lying around after all these years without someone making its existence public.
 
   Manets are going for tens of millions of dollars, he thought.  I can’t imagine that a French policeman or some Nazi functionary just has my mother’s painting hanging over their mantlepiece.  Hell, by now it should be with their children or grandchildren.  Someone should have figured out what they had.
 
   After more reading, Lyon realized that art restitution was a big undertaking, still after all these years.  In New York, there was a Holocaust Claims Processing Office dedicated to seeking the return of assets stolen during the Nazi period.  There were law firms dedicated to tracing and returning art and other property to Holocaust victims.
 
   Lyon looked at some of the online forms for initiating a claim.
 
   Description of property.
 
   Location of property.
 
   Property Address.
 
   City where property is currently located.
 
   Last known owner.
 
   It was clear that all of these resources were for people who had already located their stolen art and wanted to start a legal process to get it back.  Some of the stories he read were about people finding their missing art for sale at auction or hanging on a wall at a museum.  But what about people who didn’t know where their art was?
 
   Lyon closed his laptop, pulled another scotch out of the mini-bar and tried to drink his way to sleep, hoping that the dream wouldn’t come.
 
   It did.
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   Old Saybrook, Connecticut
 
    
 
   A coffee shop would have been a more sensible place to meet his lawyer, but Lyon wasn’t feeling sensible.  
 
   Let’s just sign the damn papers and be done with it.
 
   He took the last sip of his beer and tossed the can belowdecks, stretching out in the cockpit of the Shark Byte. He heard someone clomping their way down the dock and knew it was Bob Franks.
 
   “Hey, Bob,” he said without looking, his face turned toward the late morning sun.
 
   “Dave,” Franks replied, coming aboard.  “Don’t get up or anything.”
 
   The final version of the contract was done and they reviewed the changes as an osprey flew low over the water just off the starboard bow.
 
   Franks pointed to a spot on the last page.
 
   “And there’s the final figure.”
 
   Lyon grunted.
 
   “A pretty good payday,” Franks said.  “Once you sign this, we send it over for Doug’s signature, then it’s on to Palo Alto and you should have the funds wired within a few hours.”
 
   “OK,” Lyon said with no emotion.
 
   Franks was quiet for a moment.  He held up a pen, pointed to the signature line and held the papers while Lyon signed.  Franks put the contract back in his briefcase without a word.
 
   “How are you doing, buddy?” he asked.
 
   “Fine,” Lyon replied.
 
   “Don’t give me that ‘fine’ bullshit,” Franks shot back.  “You’re not fine, and you shouldn’t be fine.  No one would be fine in your position.”
 
   Lyon sat up and shrugged.
 
   “I guess the way I’d put it is that the burden hasn’t gone away, but it’s getting a little easier to bear,” he said.
 
   Franks nodded.
 
   “That sounds about right …  Look,” he said, patting his briefcase.  “After this is done, you’re not going to be buying an island or flying a private jet to Monte Carlo, but you did good.  Anytime you sell a business for a price with two commas in it, you ought to feel proud.  You should take some time and find something to do next that will make you happy.”
 
   Lyon gave a mock salute.
 
   “Will do, coach,” he replied.
 
   Franks got up to go.
 
   “And save the boat for weekends,” he suggested.  “Get yourself a goddamn apartment like a normal person.”
 
   Lyon sat in the cockpit for a while after Franks left, watching another osprey come in for a landing on a man-made nesting platform among the cattails.
 
   A normal person, he repeated to himself.  Well, I don’t have to get up and go to work like a normal person.  Not yet, anyway.  I also don’t have to go home to my family like a normal person.
 
   The bird held a silvery fish in her claws and tore chunks from it to feed her chicks.
 
   Lyon’s mind turned back to his mother’s painting.  If she didn’t care about finding it, why should that stop him from looking?
 
   What if I could sell it for $20 million? he wondered.  Hell, even $10 million would be great.  
 
   Lyon went below and opened his laptop on the table.  There was just enough WiFi signal from the marina that he was able to get online.  He did some more reading about Holocaust-era assets, Nazi art looting and restitution, trying to find a story similar to his mother’s.  He couldn’t find any accounts of people searching for missing art and then seeking restitution.  It seemed like most of the returned artworks had been either the large collections of famous families like the David-Weills or the Rothschilds or an ordinary person just getting lucky when their missing painting appeared in an auction or at a museum.  Finding the Manet was going to be the hard part.  Then he could worry about contacting a lawyer to initiate restitution, whatever that process entailed.
 
   Lyon knew how software worked and how businesses were run, but all he knew about art was what he remembered from his freshman Art History class at BU.  Which was to say that he had a hazy recollection that there was such a thing as Impressionism. 
 
   He drummed his fingers on the table, thinking about how he could possibly launch an international art investigation.  As he did, he noticed that several of the articles about art looting and recovery were all written by the same person—a journalist named Elizabeth Krasner.  He looked at the articles again, scrolling down, looking for an email address.
 
   There.  He copied the address and sent the reporter an email telling the story of her mother’s painting, what happened to her and her family in France—everything he knew.  He also attached the picture he took with his phone of the magazine-page Manet.
 
   Lyon clicked send and sat watching the screen for a moment.  He knew better than to expect an immediate reply, but he was starting to get excited.  He waited a few more minutes, flipping over to a news site to check the score from last night’s Red Sox game, pretending that he wasn’t waiting for the new email notification to pop up.
 
   This is silly, he told himself and pressed the power button.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The stripers were coming into Long Island Sound with the warming spring water.  Lyon stood on the bow of the Shark Byte with a line in the water, looking back to where the river emptied out into the Sound.  The lighthouse on the Saybrook breakwater stood out but the rest of the shore was just a green line on the horizon.
 
   This was the spot where he used to take Sarah and Megan.  Sarah would sun herself while he and Megan fished.  Lyon was thinking about how Megan must have been five or six when she caught that big blackfish on her Dora the Explorer rod.  A sailboat is not a good boat for sport fishing and he had tripped over every winch, handrail and cleat on his way around the boat trying to land the damn thing for her.  The look on her face when she saw what had been on the end of her line had made him feel like Super Dad.
 
   Lyon’s phone trilled, telling him he had a new email.  With his free hand, he took it out of his pocket and tapped the screen.  It was a reply from Elizabeth Krasner.
 
    
 
   Mr. Lyon,
 
   Thanks for writing. Your mother’s story is heartbreaking and I can understand why you’d want to try to find her painting for her.  Here are some websites that may help you:
 
    
 
   Lyon scanned the list — they were all sites he had happened upon in his web searches.
 
    
 
   Though it pains me to say it, I think the likelihood of your finding your mother’s Manet is very slim.  Most art restitution, whether from the Holocaust or just simple theft, only happens once the work has been located.  To make matters worse, I’ve done some searching and there is no record of Manet ever painting purple flowers and a lemon such as you described.  He was a famous artist while he was alive, so his works are well catalogued.  I don’t doubt that your mother had such a painting, but often family legends are just that and when a work’s provenance is researched, the truth is quite different.  It could have been a work by an unknown artist or it could have been a fake.  
 
   Not to pile on here, but another possibility is that your mother’s painting could have been destroyed in the war.  Many works were lost in the fighting from bombing, fire, wanton destruction, etc.
 
   All of that said, I think you’re doing a good thing for your mother and I wish you the best of luck.
 
    
 
   Sincerely,
 
   Beth
 
    
 
   P.S.  If you don’t get anywhere with the online resources, you might want to try digging through wartime documents.  Since your mother is French, your best bet is to go to the National Archives in College Park, Maryland.
 
    
 
   Lyon had already thought of all those reasons why he would probably fail, but Beth’s confirmation made it worse.  Searching through original documents sounded interesting, but why would French records be in US archives?  He tapped Reply and asked her.  She must have been online because no sooner had he hit send than the phone beeped again.
 
    
 
   That’s where they keep the records of the Army’s Monuments, Fine Arts and Archives section: the Monuments Men.
 
   -Beth
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   Paris, France
 
   September, 1944
 
    
 
   All 2nd Lieutenant James Clark wanted was a typewriter.  Not a tank, a plane or a truck—just a typewriter—but he was having no luck with the Army quartermaster.  The two men squared off over a counter in the makeshift office at battalion headquarters.
 
   “I’m sorry, sir.  As I said, without a requisition, I can’t do anything.”
 
   The quartermaster was a captain, but still he called Clark “sir” as if he was unable to get past the fact that he outranked the much older man with the graying hair.  This got under Clark’s skin as it just highlighted that he was a 42 year old man begging a what? … 28 year old? … for a damn typewriter so he could do his job.
 
   As a member of the Monuments, Fine Arts and Archives section, he technically wasn’t assigned to any Army unit, which made his trips to the quartermaster an exercise in frustration.  He could hardly get paper, much less a typewriter.  And he could forget about a car or gasoline.
 
   “And as I said, I don’t have anyone to write requisitions for me.  I’m on my own out here.  Please, I have hundreds—thousands—of art objects and sites to report on and I can’t do it all with paper and pencil.  Look, I have a copy of General Eisenhower’s order right here.” Clark produced a worn, folded-up piece of paper.
 
   The quartermaster read the document and slid it back across the counter.
 
   “Sir, this order is about not destroying historical monuments,” he said.  “It says nothing about giving out materiel without a requisition.”
 
   “Oh, for the love of God,” Clark groaned.
 
   A pudgy major walked in from another room behind the counter.  He must have been listening because he nodded at the captain and pointed a thumb at the back room.  The younger man looked grateful as he left.
 
   “Look, Major, all I’m asking for is …” Clark began before the man cut him off.
 
   “Save it, Lieutenant,” he said and bent down to get something behind the counter.  He came up with a wooden box marked ‘Typewriter - Portable’ and pushed it across the counter to Clark.
 
   “I guess you’ve never heard about vinegar, honey and catching bees?” he asked with a wry look.  “Good luck with your Michelangelos.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Clark struck a match on the doorjamb and lit a candle on a table just inside his room, electricity being unreliable at the Hôtel Madeleine.  He placed his new prized possession on a paper-covered desk and pulled the Royal portable out of its box. 
 
   What a goddamned embarrassment, Clark thought with a sigh.  Prostrating myself for a typewriter.
 
   As the curator of French paintings at the Museum of Fine Arts in Boston, he was used to being an important man.  Maybe the common person didn’t know or care who he was, but in the art world, he was respected.  He used to have so many requests to attend symposia, sit on panels or give lectures that he had to turn most of them down.  Here, he was an annoyance.   It was ironic—the war had given him a job that was important and urgent, but everyone treated him like he was just getting in the way. 
 
   Taking a few pieces of airmail paper that he had begged from a group of GIs down in the lobby, he sat down to test the machine with a letter home.
 
    
 
   Dear Lilly,
 
   So much to tell you now that I have a minute to write it all out.  In the fields of Normandy and on the road to Paris I was so busy I never had time to do more than write to let you know that I am fine and thinking of you and the girls.  
 
   I’m sure you’ve heard all about D-Day by now.  I was still in England at Shrivenham during the landings, but I followed close behind the fighting and had to get right to work.  What a sight!  Do you remember the beaches of Bologne-sur-Mer?  Imagine that with men, tanks, ships, landing craft, crates, and more crates everywhere!  The beaches of Normandy have been turned into a bustling industrial port, but with no place to put anything.
 
   The destruction is impossible to describe. In many places it is total, in others barely visible.  No pattern or reason, just houses and barns blown apart and piles of brick and stone everywhere.  This is where I must do my work.  The lists of protected sites we provided Bomber Command and the US Army Air Forces seem to have done some good.  I have personally seen two cathedrals untouched amid a field of rubble.  Many of the smaller churches and historical sites I’ve visited have been in various states from slightly damaged to completely leveled.
 
   The volume of work is about what I expected: stupefying.  I worked on the lists, I know how many sites there are, however in many of the Normandy sectors, I am the only Monuments Man to do the work.  I record the condition of what I find, supervise any repairs that must be done right away and do my best to ensure no further damage is done.  I quickly learned that putting up “OFF LIMITS – Historic Monument” signs was having no effect, so I started using white tape instead.  Our combat engineers use it to indicate unexploded mines.  Ha!
 
   Now that I am in Paris, I am in my element.  There are plenty of buildings and historical sites to attend to, but now I have the great museums under my purview.  Tomorrow I start at the Louvre!  I will be cataloguing any damage done to the museum and the collections and documenting the deeds of the Nazis.  I hear stories about them and what they have done to the cultural patrimony of this great country and it’s shocking.  War is one thing, but the Germans have been stealing everything that isn’t nailed down.  
 
   As Ike said, we are fighting a war for our civilization and that’s what I think about when things become overwhelming.  Without someone to protect these works, what civilization will be left for our four girls and their generation?
 
   Please kiss the children for me and know that I miss you all terribly.  Everyone is saying the war will be over by Christmas.  I hope they’re right and that I’ll get to see you soon. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Love,
 
   Jim
 
    
 
   Clark folded up the letter and went to bed.  He dreamed of chasing his daughters around their backyard in Brookline while Lilly hung wash on the line.  They were all laughing in the sunshine with the thumping of artillery in the distance.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The last time Clark had visited the Louvre, it was with Lilly.  She had joked that an art museum curator taking his wife to the Louvre on their honeymoon was like a plumber taking his bride to a boiler room.  What a honeymoon it had been.  London, Normandy, Paris, Venice, Rome—like the Grand Tour of a century ago, courtesy of Lilly’s parents.  
 
   Walking up to the Louvre now, Clark smiled as he remembered Lilly feigning interest in the Pre-Raphaelites and the rise of realism.  Midway through his lesson on Courbet, out of the corner of his eye, he had caught her stifling a yawn.  He had pretended not to see it, and she had pretended not to be bored.  Still, he had stopped lecturing.  Even today, twelve years later, Clark wondered what it was that made the pretty Irish redhead from Dorchester pick him.  Long and lanky, he barely filled out a suit—or an Army uniform.  When they read Washington Irving in grade school, he had lived in fear that the other children would catch on that he looked like a pale, blonde Ichabod Crane. 
 
   Like most of central Paris, the Louvre saw little damage during the German occupation and the recent fighting.  As he walked across the main court, Clark’s eyes scanned the palatial exterior of the museum and saw nothing more than bullet holes here and there.
 
   Inside, though there was no physical damage to the great museum, to Clark the view was depressing nonetheless.  Of the hundreds of thousands of paintings, sculptures, drawings and other objects that he knew were part of the Louvre’s collection, not one was visible.  In 1939, museums all over Western Europe had evacuated their collections out of fear that war would destroy their priceless treasures.  At the Louvre, anything that could be physically transported was carefully packaged up and sent to repositories around the country.  
 
   Clark walked down the long hall of the Grande Galerie and, even though the knew that the missing works had been removed for their own protection, he was still shocked by the sight of empty frames leaning up against the wall and rectangular marks where paintings had hung, their names written in chalk on the wall.  Now his task would be to ensure that all the evacuated works were safe and accounted for and that the museum was ready to reclaim them.
 
   Clark noticed a civilian standing in the gallery, looking at him.  The man had black hair brushed back from his forehead and wore a pressed blue suit.
 
   “You are an American?” the man asked in French.
 
   “Yes,” Clark replied.
 
   The man nodded.  “I watched you come in and I see you are saddened by what you see here, so I think you and I will be friends.”  He extended his hand.  “I am Jacques Jaujard.  Director of National Museums.”
 
   “Ah! Monsieur Jaujard.  I am Lieutenant James Clark.”
 
   Jaujard pointed a thumb at the wall behind him.
 
   “Let’s bring her home,” he said and indicated for Clark to follow him deeper into the museum.
 
   Inside the small, empty square on the wall was written ‘La Joconde’, the name the French had given to the Mona Lisa.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Jaujard and his staff kept meticulous records on what had happened to each object that had been removed five years ago, making Clark’s job much easier as he wrote his reports on the status and current location of the Louvre’s collection.  After a few days of this work, while Clark was sharing a cigarette break with Jaujard, he told the museum director of a rumor he had heard from a fellow Monuments Man.
 
   “Our Office of Strategic Services is forming a special unit to investigate Nazi art looting in occupied countries,” he said.  “The OSS wants to collect evidence against prominent Nazis and do whatever we can to recover stolen works.”
 
   Jaujard leaned against a filing cabinet and pulled on his cigarette.
 
   “What they’re most worried about,” Clark continued, “is that the Nazis may be sending art, gold and other assets abroad to drag the war out or finance a Nazi Resistance after the war is over.”
 
   Jaujard nodded, but said nothing.
 
   Clark was puzzled by the museum director’s silence.
 
   “I’m still here to help protect French art—nothing’s going to change that,” he said. “But we might be able to accomplish both goals: safeguard art and monuments and prevent the Nazis from building a secret war chest.  This could be a way for us to help defeat them.”
 
   Jaujard stubbed out his cigarette in a heavy glass ashtray.
 
   “It’s time I took you to the Jeu de Paume and introduced you to Rose Valland,” he said.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The Jeu de Paume Museum, built during the reign of Napoleon III as a royal tennis court, stood at the end of the Tuileries Garden.  As Clark and Jaujard walked the short distance from the Louvre, past the barbed wire-lined trenches the Germans had dug in the historic garden, Clark could see the Place de la Concorde through the trees, with its hieroglyphic-covered Luxor Obelisk.  In the distance, the top of the Eiffel Tower was visible against the summer sky.
 
   On the way, Jaujard explained that during the four-year occupation, the Jeu de Paume had become the central art clearing house for the Nazis.  Reichsleiter Alfred Rosenberg, the Nazi party’s chief ideologue, had, on Hitler’s orders, formed a special organization, the Einsatztab Reichsleiter Rosenberg dedicated to looting the cultural property of Jews in the occupied countries.  In France, the ERR had used the Jeu de Paume as its collection point, processing thousands of works from the great collections of the Rothschilds, David-Weills and other families.  Works by every known artist passed through its doors: Vermeer, Dürer, Cézanne, Goya, Rembrandt, Titian—the list went on.  
 
   Art that was considered by the Nazis to be ‘degenerate’ was given special treatment: burned if they were the work of Jews or set aside if they had market value.  The ‘degenerate’ room of the Jeu de Paume housed great works by Monet, Van Gogh, Cézanne and others as they waited to be sold on the open market.  Nazi officials, especially Reichsmarschall Hermann Goering, used the proceeds to buy art for their personal collections.  If the Nazis liked the works plundered by the ERR, they simply took them home.
 
   “Unbelievable,” Clark said, shaking his head.     
 
   “Yes,” Jaujard replied.  “They would come to Paris and act like any other tourist, coming to see the art museum.  Everything on display was stolen, of course.  Or, ‘ownerless’ as they would call it, since Jews were prohibited by law from owning property.  Agents for Hitler himself would have railcars full of packed crates sent off to Germany.  Here we are.”
 
   They had reached the front of the long, rectangular building.  Jaujard held open the glass door and they went in.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Rose Valland, the curator Jaujard had selected to work with the Germans, was an older woman with round glasses and dark hair pulled back into a bun.  As Jaujard made introductions and they engaged in some small talk about museum acquaintances they had in common, Valland maintained a serious demeanor.  She never smiled and her dark eyes bore into the two men as she spoke to them.  Standing in the sunlit hall of the museum, Valland’s bearing was more that of a soldier than a museum curator.
 
   Clark liked her immediately.  
 
   “Tell us again what you told me about this art looting investigative unit,” Jaujard said.
 
   Clark repeated the rumor he had heard and again made the case that more than just safeguarding French art, they could work to deny the Nazis an important source of cash to continue the war.
 
   Valland and Jaujard shared a look.
 
   “As soon as I told Jacques about this, he mentioned your name right away,” Clark said to Valland.  “Why?”
 
   Again, the two French curators looked at one another.  Jaujard nodded as if to give Valland permission.
 
   “I have spent the last four years watching the Nazis loot the cultural heritage of my country and her people,” she said.  “Some of it was in the name of their fascist ideology against any work by Jews or Bolsheviks.  Most of it was simple greed.  I don’t know where they could have possibly put what they took—there was just so much of it.  Thousands of objects.  Goering must have an immense palace if he planned on displaying everything he stole.  And that’s just what came through the Jeu de Paume.  I can’t imagine what else he has plundered from the other occupied countries.”
 
   Clark nodded.  For the first time, he noticed that he no longer felt shocked by these revelations.  The scope and scale of German crimes was making him numb.
 
   “The reason Jacques has brought you to me,” Valland continued, “is that my entire purpose for being at the Jeu de Paume, why Jacques put me here, was to observe and document everything the Nazis did.  Every work of art that passed through these doors, everything they destroyed, sold or took home.”
 
   Clark was stunned.  “Were you able to do it?  Did you record everything?” he asked.
 
   “Yes,” Valland replied.  “Everything.  I kept secret lists and made copies of shipping manifests.  Every night I took home negatives of the archival photographs they took.  I sent much of it to Jacques and the Resistance.  They were able to save some of the objects before they left the country, or at least slow down the process.”
 
   “Wonderful!” Clark exclaimed.  “Does that mean you know where most of these objects are?”
 
   “Most, yes,” Valland replied.  “But not all.  Most of them have been shipped off to Germany.  Some may still be in Paris.  The ERR maintained several other repositories around the city.”
 
   “Can I see what you have—your documents?” Clark asked.
 
   Valland didn’t answer.  She studied Clark a moment.
 
   “And what would you do with them?” she asked.
 
   Clark was starting to feel giddy.
 
   “Ha! What would I do with them?” he replied.  “I’d send them to everybody! I’d make it part of my reports back to Supreme Allied Headquarters.  I’d send it to the Office of Strategic Services for this new investigative unit.  The Army can use it as a guide when they get to Germany.  They’d be able to find all of it!”
 
   Valland was unmoved.  “Yes, but you are not in Germany yet, are you?”
 
   “What?” Clark asked, puzzled. “Not yet, no, but everyone is saying that the war will be over before Christmas, so it won’t be long now.”
 
   “Perhaps,” Valland replied.  “Perhaps not.”
 
   “Are you saying that you won’t give me your records?  I don’t understand.  Why wouldn’t you?” Clark asked.  He looked to Jaujard who was standing with a bemused look.  The Frenchman shrugged as if to signal that Clark was on his own with Valland.
 
   “When I give my documents to someone, French or American or whomever,” she replied, displaying a real passion for the first time.  “I want to know that they will do something with it.  I don’t want them part of some report that gets lost on its way to General Eisenhower, or stacked in a gigantic pile of paper somewhere.  I want to know that whoever I give them to will go find these objects and bring them home.  Until then, I will keep this information safe.”
 
   Clark opened his mouth to argue, but the stern look on Valland’s face convinced him it was pointless.  She would share her secret documents on her own terms or not at all.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The next few months were busy ones for Clark.  In addition to all the museums in Paris, it seemed like every Army unit in France was coming across artwork, archives or rare books.  With only a handful of Monuments Men in the entire country, Clark was fielding requests from all over.  Working during every waking hour, he was exhausted but gained great satisfaction from knowing that the field commanders were taking protecting cultural property seriously.
 
   One cold December morning, Clark tended to what he considered his second job: winning Rose Valland’s trust.  He had received two prints that had been part of the Jeu de Paume’s collection and now he was walking them over to surprise her.  He hadn’t quite gotten to the point of bringing her flowers every day, but the idea had occurred to him.  
 
   If I could just get those documents, he thought.  I could send them to forward units for when we cross into Germany.  Thousands of objects could be protected from the fighting and we could collect them all and bring them back to France.
 
   Clark had to admit to himself that the prospect of ending the war by Christmas was looking remote.  Allied forces were fighting the Germans after a surprise attack in the Ardennes forest of Belgium. From what Clark was hearing, it was turning into a long, frozen slog.  While it may be a little longer until Allied forces crossed the German border, he wanted to be ready when it happened.  A list of looted objects and their locations would be like a treasure map for him to protect and help with the restitution efforts that would start as soon as the fighting stopped.
 
   The OSS had indeed formed their Art Looting Investigative Unit and Clark had been in touch with them since they entered France.  He was afraid that if he told the ALIU about Valland’s secret records, they would swoop in and put pressure on her to give them up, ruining Clark’s careful work cultivating a relationship with her.  It was clear that no one, not even Jaujard, was going to force her to give up her information.  She had risked her life for those documents and wasn’t going to give them up until she was ready.  Clark hoped that today might be a step closer.
 
   He squinted at the low sun, pulled the collar of his overcoat tighter against the cold and quickened his pace.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “These are both by Méyron, do you know him?” Valland asked as she looked at the prints.
 
   “No, I don’t think I do,” Clark replied.
 
   Valland held the portfolio open for Clark to see.  “Wonderful etchings of Paris.  Great appreciation for architecture as you can see in this one of Notre Dame.”
 
   “I do enjoy the architecture of France, and my work in Normandy gave me an up-close appreciation for it,” Clark said, sensing an opening.  “But I must confess that it’s the depictions of the French people that I’ve always loved the most.”
 
   Valland closed the portfolio and wound the string around the button.
 
   “Yes, I believe you, James,” she replied, looking up at him.
 
   Clark felt like she wasn’t responding to what he had said, but was pronouncing judgement on him.
 
   “That’s why Manet is my favorite painter,” he continued.  “His stylistic innovation, elimination of half-tones and all the rest are admirable enough, but for me it was his depiction of ordinary French people that make him special.  No more paintings of Judith slaying Holofernes or heroic battles.  He painted people waiting for a train or tending bar.  Ordinary French people.”
 
   Valland smiled.
 
   “Manet is your favorite?  I thought all Americans were partial to the great Impressionists, but Manet was before them.  Some call him the Father of Impressionism, some call him the last Realist.”
 
   Clark shrugged.  “What can I say? I like what I like.”
 
   Valland nodded.
 
   “I believe you, James,” she repeated.  “I do believe that you care about France and about our art.  You are not just another soldier acting like this entire country is a battlefield, with no people inhabiting it, no culture.  I believe that you won’t just take what we have done here and pass it up your chain of command, with no thought as to whether anything comes of it.”
 
   “Thank you,” Clark replied.  He felt like a vault was about to open before him.
 
   “There are former ERR repositories in Paris.  I will give you the addresses, but there is no art there, nothing there except some records, perhaps.  Whatever you might find there is nothing compared to what I have compiled here.”
 
   Valland turned and left Clark standing in the gallery, looking at the dust motes floating in the sunbeams that streamed through the high windows.  He wasn’t feeling excited or vindicated, just relieved.  The most important pieces of the puzzle would finally be within his grasp.  Identifying the rightful owners of these objects and preventing the Nazis from using them as a source of financing were important enough, but the most pressing question with battles raging and bombs falling was: where is it all?
 
   Valland returned with a sheaf of papers, many with photographs attached.  She held them out for Clark, but quickly pulled them back before he could take them.
 
   Clark felt momentary panic that she was changing her mind.
 
   “Before I give these to you, you must realize that they will do you no good.”
 
   Clark was puzzled. “Why not?”
 
   “They will do you no good, because until you can get your hands on these objects, you can do nothing for them.  And you cannot get your hands on them because they are all in Germany.”
 
   “God willing, we soon will be,” Clark replied.
 
   “Yes … God willing,” Valland said in a quiet voice, handing over the stack of papers.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   They spent several hours reviewing Valland’s detailed records—every object was listed with its name, artist, year, date that it arrived at the Jeu de Paume, and final disposition.  Works that were sold had the date, price and buyer noted.  Objects that were taken by Nazis were carefully organized by their packing crate numbers.  Clark scanned the pages and pages of crates.  It was a horrifying mix of precise accounting and an orgy of looting.  Every Dürer, every Vermeer and Cranach was carefully noted as if it were simply a lot in an auction, rather than stolen property from some dispossessed French Jew being greedily pilfered by shameless men.
 
   Valland was right in saying that the works listed were outside the reach of the Monuments Men.  All the shipping manifests and bills of lading had various cities in the German Reich as their final destination.  Most were places Clark had never heard of: Buxheim, Heilbronn, Neuschwanstein.    
 
   Where the majority of the crates were simply numbered, the last few pages had special alphanumeric IDs for the crates: H1 through H35 and G1 through G46.
 
   “What are these?” Clark asked, pointing to the codes.
 
   “Those were the crates for Hitler and Goering,” she replied.  She pursed her lips when she said the names.  Clark remembered that she had likely interacted with Goering many times on his trips to the Jeu de Paume.  He couldn’t imagine what it must have been like to watch that glutton casually walk around her museum, stealing art like it was his right.
 
   “Here.  This one,” Valland said, pointing on the page to the crate numbered G46.  It said ‘red’ in parenthesis next to the number.  “This one was the last one sent out for Goering, just after the Allied landings in Normandy.  It wasn’t meant for Goering’s private collection—it was all art marked ‘degenerate’ for Goering’s agent to sell on the open market.  The crate code G46 was stamped in red to make note of that fact, lest anyone think that Goering would approve of anything inside.”
 
   Clark shook his head.  ‘Degenerate’ art.  What barbarians.
 
   “They would carefully evaluate each work and classify it according to their Nazi ideology as if they were great experts,” Valland contined.  “But the fools were constantly being duped by fakes and misattributions.  They strutted around here as if they were the masters of the art world, but half the time they didn’t know what they were talking about.”
 
   She stopped for a moment, looking at the page.
 
   “That reminds me,” she said.  “You’ll like this. See the last line here under crate G46?  Zitrone und Orchideen? They were convinced that, in their genius, they had discovered an unknown work: a painting of a lemon and orchids by none other than your favorite ‘degenerate’ painter—Édouard Manet.”
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   US National Archives
 
   College Park, Maryland
 
    
 
   David Lyon stared at the microfilm reader and turned the knob, watching the pages slide by.  He had taken Beth Krasner’s advice and headed down to the National Archives, just outside Washington D.C.  The records of the Monuments, Fine Arts and Archives section of the Allied military government were all there—boxes of paper and books, roll after roll of microfilm.  Lyon couldn’t guess at the number of pages of reports, photographs, maps, letters—every piece of printed material related to the Monuments Men and their efforts to save the culture of Europe during the Second World War.
 
   And now he was three days into looking at all of it, or trying to.  The archivists had done a great job of indexing what they could, but when Lyon was already looking for a needle in a haystack, the best he could hope for was help finding the right haystack.  
 
   Much of the records related to individual looted artworks was in French or German.  With help from his childhood French and a semester of college German—along with an Internet translation utility—he was able to make sense of some of the lists, albeit slowly.  From his online research and a couple of books he had picked up, he knew the scale of Nazi looting was immense, but seeing it all laid out in lists on microfilm was overwhelming.  Millions of objects were there: books, archives, drawings, sculptures, paintings, tapestries, furniture, armor, porcelain.  And each one with a story.
 
   Lyon was focused on the lists of paintings, but even with narrowing it down the numbers were staggering.  It was like reading a catalog of the contents of every European museum: Dutch, French, English, Spanish, Italian paintings in Modern, Renaissance, Gothic, Impressionist, Romantic, Rococo and every other style and period.   He gave up trying to read anything and was now just scanning the pages, looking for the name Manet.  So far he had found well over a hundred of his works, but nothing about flowers and a lemon.
 
   Lyon’s phone vibrated in the back pocket of his jeans and he took it out to look at the screen.  It was a Boston area code.  He got up from the microfilm carrell and walked out to the lobby to take the call.
 
   After seeing his mother settled in at the Résidence Mont Royal, he had returned to Connecticut, stopping by the house when he knew Sarah would be at work.  Searching the attic, he had found the bankers box he was looking for: one marked ‘David College Stuff.’  In the box, among the old BU hockey programs and photographs, he had found his transcript with the names of instructors for each class.   A quick search through the online BU faculty directory had showed that his Art History 101 professor, Peter Wills, was still at the university.  Lyon had sent him an email asking about his mother’s story and how likely it was that she did have a real Manet.
 
   The call was from Wills.
 
   “Your email was quite intriguing,” Wills said.  “But I’m afraid the news is probably not good.”
 
   “Yeah,” Lyon sighed.  “You’re not the first to tell me that.”
 
   “Manet wasn’t the stereotypical starving artist, only gaining fame after death,” Wills continued.  “In fact, he was wealthy and quite famous in his time.  Despite his rocky relationship with the critics and the Paris Salon, his works were well known when he was alive.  So, the odds of there being an unknown Manet out there are pretty slim, I should think.”
 
   “Yeah,” Lyon sighed again.  “I get it.  I …”
 
   “But!” Wills cut him off.  “But! It is entirely plausible that if your mother’s … grandfather, was it? … if he did know Manet personally, it is possible that this painting was indeed a gift and was never exhibited or sold, and is therefore unknown to the art world.  And I don’t have to tell you that such a painting would be extremely valuable!  It’s not unheard of for this to happen, thought it's usually lesser figures whose unknown works suddenly appear.  Still, it would be very exciting if true.  An unknown Manet, lost to the world since the war and found by an intrepid son … it would be a wonderful story.”
 
   “Well, I don’t know about ‘intrepid,’ ” Lyon replied.  “But I’m leaving no microfilm unturned.”
 
   “I can only imagine.  Good luck!” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The hotel bar was starting to fill up with a business crowd shuffling in from their sales meetings and conferences.  Some stood around talking shop while others sat at the bar to watch the Nationals take on the Red Sox.  Lyon hated interleague play, but was happy to watch the Sox while on the road.  It was still early in the game, but it looked like the Boston lineup was going to have a long night against the Nationals’ young ace.
 
   Lyon pushed his empty glass away and waved to the cute redhead tending bar.  She refilled his bourbon and Coke without making eye contact, much less cracking a smile.
 
   Oh, well, he thought.  Anyway, I’m a married man … aren’t I?
 
   When stopping by the house to get Professor Wills’ name, Lyon had noticed some subtle changes.  Sarah had moved the furniture around in the family room, pushing his leather club chair into the corner.  That frou-frou porcelain clock with pink flowers around the face was back on the mantlepiece.  Megan’s old schoolwork, left for so long with the magnets barely hanging on to the refrigerator, was gone.
 
   But … she didn’t touch my office, Lyon reminded himself.  The papers were still piled up on the desk and his pile of to-be-read books was still stacked on the floor in the corner.
 
   Before he could spend time thinking about what that all meant, he stopped himself and re-focused on his amateur investigation.  Three solid days of flipping through boxes of paper and scanning microfilm.  Was he any closer to finding his mother’s painting?  Was he even close to an answer on whether the damn thing existed in the first place?  He guessed that he was maybe twenty percent through the entire record group.  Lyon did some quick math in his head.
 
   So … twelve more days of this? he wondered.  I’ve probably already scanned past thousands of words, with millions more to go, just trying to find ‘Manet’ and something about lemons or flowers.  And what if I don’t find it?  Is it over then?  There has to be somewhere else to look.
 
   Lyon guessed that if the Monuments Men had so many records, surely the French government had more?  Did that mean that his next stop should be Paris?  
 
   Getting on a plane to sift through French archives is crossing over into crazy territory, Lyon thought.  What if they have ten times the stuff we have here?  Am I going to spend months looking through it all when this painting may not even exist?
 
   Still, if it was real and he found it … ten or twenty million dollars was a lot of reasons to keep up with the search.  Of course, finding it may just be the start of his problems.  He had done enough reading to know that restitution of Holocaust-era assets could be a long and difficult process.  What record did his mother have of this painting that would stand up in court?  He would need documents, a bill of sale or insurance records.  He had nothing.  Less than nothing—just a story from his mother, who was one of millions who had lost property to the Nazis.
 
   To compound his problems, his mother didn’t want him looking for her Manet in the first place.  She would have to change her mind if he found it, wouldn’t she?  Would she help Lyon in going to court to get it back from whoever might have it?
 
   I’ll burn that bridge when I come to it, Lyon thought with a smile, remembering his favorite joke about doing long-range planning at DataVision.  Right now, I need to get through this research, or figure out some shortcut.
 
   He thought about Beth Krasner.  He had read several of her newspaper and magazine articles on art restitution.  Some of them read like detective stories and obviously had required a great deal of research.  She had to have better ideas about looking through archives than just starting at the top and working your way down.  Lyon turned his phone over on the bar and pulled up the email app, searching for the last message she had sent.
 
   He tapped Reply and typed up a plea for help, telling her he was at the National Archives and reminding her about the prospect of recovering a lost, unknown Manet.  Hopefully it would sound like a potential story to her.
 
   Lyon tapped Send, drained the rest of his drink and ordered another.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lyon was passed out on the bed when his phone beeped with a new email notification.  In his dream, the Connecticut state trooper was asking his name and if he owned a red Audi A4.  The second beep of his phone woke him up.  He blinked at the brightness of the screen and tried to ignore the pounding behind his eyes as he read the message.
 
    
 
   Where are you staying?  I live in Anacostia, so I’m probably not too far from where you are.  I can meet you for coffee in the morning.  7am?
 
   -Beth
 
    
 
   Lyon groaned at the early hour.  He replied with the hotel name and address and set the alarm on his phone for six.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The hotel lobby was busy with people checking out and meeting for breakfast in the restaurant.  Lyon picked an armchair with a view of the front door and sank into it with a groan.  He popped two ibuprofen and drank from a water bottle he had bought from a vending machine on the way down.
 
   After a few minutes of watching people come and go, he recognized Beth Krasner from her byline photos.  Or rather, the pictures Lyon had seen gave him a clue that it was her pushing through the revolving door, but those pictures definitely did not do her justice.  For one thing… that hair.  She had it pulled back in her professional pictures, but walking into the hotel, it was a mass of brown curls going in every direction.  Lyon remembered the perm craze of the 80s, but there was no way anyone paid to get curls like that.  It would be too over the top.
 
   He caught her eye and gave a wave.  She smiled and came over, hand extended.
 
   “Hi. Beth Krasner,” she said with a firm handshake … a little too firm.  Lyon suppressed a smirk.  The bone-crushing grip seemed like a trend among professional women.  As was her outfit of workout clothes.  When she walked in, Lyon saw that the exercise was having the desired effect, as could the other men in the lobby who were sneaking glances.  He guessed she was about thirty.
 
   Lyon introduced himself and they talked about traffic and the weather as they found a booth in the restaurant.  Lyon ordered eggs and bacon, hoping to soothe his hangover with some grease.
 
   “Thanks for coming out here to meet me,” Lyon said as the waitress poured coffee into two over-sized mugs.  
 
   “Sure,” Beth replied. “Happy to help.  I just think it’s so sweet what you’re doing for your mother.  Trying to find her painting after all these years.”
 
   “Yeah …” Lyon said, avoiding Beth’s eyes.  “It’s sort of a surprise.  So, how did you get into this art looting business, anyway?”
 
   “Oh God,” Beth exclaimed, rolling her eyes.  “Only through the most roundabout way imaginable.  I majored in art history as an undergrad, then looked at my career prospects.  Not much call for corporate art historians.  Put off reality for a bit and went to law school.  During law school I saw an interesting talk on Holocaust assets restitution and interned at a firm that was working on it.  After graduation, I turned down the white-shoe law firms and took a job with the firm I was interning for, focused on restitution work.  Not much more lucrative than art historian.”
 
   Lyon chuckled.   
 
   “Then, I got tired of the boring legal stuff and started writing about it,” she continued.  “Much more fun and much more interesting.  I’d rather be sifting through archives like you are than sitting in a law library.  So, what can I do to help you?”
 
   “Well, I’d say I’m about hip-deep in the archives of the Monuments Men,” Lyon replied.  “But I’m not getting anywhere.  Any advice you can give me would be great.”
 
   Beth took a sip of black coffee and nodded, curls bouncing.
 
   “I feel your pain,” she replied.  “I’ve actually been there and gone through some of the same records you’re looking at.  I wrote a story a few years ago about Elizabeth Taylor being sued over a Van Gogh painting in her collection.  It was alleged that the painting was stolen from a German Jew during the 30s.  I came here to see if there was any mention of it in the archive.  But then, I knew all the details of the people and the painting, so it made it a little easier than what you’re trying to do.”
 
   “Yeah, well … it’s the volume of documents that’s making it impossible,” Lyon complained.  “I’d have to hire a team of people to help me get through all of it.  And then if I do find a mention of a Manet with flowers and a lemon, is it going to be any help in finding what happened to it?  Most of what I’ve seen is just a catalog of what was found as the Allies made their way across Europe.  I’m assuming somewhere is a record of where it came from or where it went.  I’m hoping you’ll talk me down off the ledge and give me some tips or direction to make it manageable.”
 
   Beth gave him a rueful smile.
 
   “You have to realize the scale of what happened,” she explained.  “The Nazis weren’t just collecting trophies or cashing in on their defeated opponents.  Art and culture were integral to their ideology.  It was all about glorifying the Aryan Nordic race and its superior contributions to world culture.  They even tried to claim credit for Greek sculpture and the Renaissance!  When they took power, the art world in Germany was one of their first targets.  Any of what they considered ‘pathological’ or ‘degenerate’ art was removed from German museums and sold at auction.
 
   “We’re talking about Matisse, Klee and Van Gogh here, not obscure junk,” she continued, waving her arms as she got louder and more animated.  “The artists themselves were persecuted.  Especially if they were Jews, of course, but even many Gentile artists were banned from exhibitions—they weren’t even allowed to buy art supplies!
 
   “So, what happened to the occupied countries was just an extension of what the Nazis had already been doing since 1933 in their own country.  Purge Europe of politically incorrect art … persecute the ‘degenerate’ artists and seize the ‘good’ art for themselves.  And, unfortunately for your mother, since Paris was the center of the art world before the war, France had the most to lose.  When the Germans invaded in 1940, they already knew where to go to grab the collections of the big families: the Rothschilds, the Rosenbergs, the Schlosses.  Then as they zeroed in on ordinary French Jews, all of their property fell in to the Nazis’ hands as well.
 
   “We’re talking about millions of objects, and the MFAA—the Monuments Men—tried to find and document all of it.  To their great credit, the Allies had men whose sole responsibility was to find and protect the culture of Europe.  Protect it from the fighting and protect it from the Nazis—who had men whose sole responsibility was to find and loot the culture of Europe.”
 
   “So the Nazis had their equivalent of the Monuments Men?” Lyon asked.  Beth nodded.  
 
   “Many equivalent groups,” she replied.  “Typical for the Nazis—Hitler loved to send several competing factions out to perform the same task.  Have you learned about the ERR yet?  The Rosenberg Task Force?  They were the ones really responsible for the looting in France, especially of French Jews.”
 
   “I’ve seen the acronym in the MFAA reports,” Lyon answered.
 
   “That’s what you should be looking at—the ERR documents.  If there’s a record of your mother’s painting, it’s there.  There’s a great story behind those records.  When the Germans started up their art looting operation in Paris, they used a small museum—the Jeu de Paume—as their headquarters.  The best part is that the idiots let a curator continue to work there who turned out to be a member of the French Resistance!  She saw everything they moved through there and kept careful notes.  A Monuments Man named James Clark was able to get those notes after the Allies invaded France.  It helped immensely.”
 
   “What do you mean, it helped?” Lyon asked.  His food had finally arrived and he took a bite of bacon.  “Were they able to track down each work of art one by one?”
 
   Beth smiled.
 
   “That’s where the story gets really interesting,” she said, leaning in.  “Mostly, they didn’t have to go looking for them one by one.  The Nazis took it all back to Germany with them and kept many of these objects together in the same place.” 
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   Thuringia, Germany
 
   April, 1945
 
    
 
   James Clark was in another waiting game with the US Army, hoping they would decide that his work wasn’t too annoying to continue.  On what could be the most important day for the MFAA, no less.  In an abandoned German office building, he had found a clear space in a hallway where he sat with his typewriter to write a letter home amongst the chaos of chairs, paper and boxes.  Just enough morning sun came in through the dirty windows so he could see what he was doing.
 
   When he finished, he pulled the paper out of the Royal and read the letter again.
 
    
 
   Dear Lilly,
 
   Sorry it’s been so long since my last letter.  I’ve practically been working 16 hours a day every day and if I have a spare moment, I sleep.
 
   In my time in Paris, I almost forgot there was a war on.  There was so much to do in the Louvre and other museums that it was like being home and back at work.  I say almost, because of course every night I went back to an empty room without you and the children.  
 
   Well, I’ve left France and my new friends for a most unfriendly place.  As I’m sure you’ve read in the papers, we’ve crossed over into Germany.  What a change from France.  The French are, well, French, but they were happy to see us (in their own way!) after their long years of German occupation.  The Germans are of course not happy at all that we are in their country.
 
   Many of the French villages I saw in Normandy were heavily damaged, but much of France seemed untouched.  Here, it looks as if every village, no matter how small, has been pulverized.  I don’t know if it’s from our bombers or from Army artillery ahead of our advances into these little hamlets, but the scene is apocalyptic.
 
   The buildings are like skeletons, but it’s the people that I find so pitiful.  Every road we travel down has families shuffling in the opposite direction.  I don’t know where they think they’re going, since every other town and village is no better off.  Still, they walk, most pushing carts piled with whatever they could salvage from their homes.  No matter how pathetic their situation, they glare at us with undisguised hatred.  I want to yell at them that it’s all their fault and to wipe those looks off their faces.
 
   I can't tell you exactly where I am right now, but if you read the front page of just about any newspaper, I think you can guess.  Even though this place is swarming with reporters, Patton is steamed that any Army personnel would give away our location.  So, I won't mention it.  Yes, you read that right, I’m attached to Patton’s Third Army now.  The stories I’ve heard!  I don’t know what to believe.  It’s impossible to tell where the myth ends and the man begins with him, like he’s a modern-day Paul Bunyan.  But … he drove his tanks right into Germany and here we are.
 
   In other news, I finally have an assistant, Private Paul DeLuca, assigned to me and he’s been a great help.  Paul is from Pittsburgh where he’s studying sculpture at Carnegie Mellon, so he’s got a head for art.  Most of all, he’s some kind of genius for navigating Army protocol and bureaucracy.  He found us a car (a convertible German staff car if you can believe it) and everywhere we go he talks his way into getting us a decent billet.  He somehow manages to be cheerful all the time.  I don‘t know how he does it.   
 
   I know everyone thought the war was going to be over by Christmas but then the Battle of the Bulge happened and here we are in April.  Now I really think the end is near.  I hear from some of the men that they’re seeing less and less of the Wehrmacht.  Instead, they’re running into the Volksturm (which is mostly old men at this point) and Hitler Youth regiments.  That has to be the Nazis’ last gasp.  I hope so.  
 
   Thank you for the photographs, they are wonderful.  I’ve been carrying around the one of all six of us from that trip to Hyannis when Margaret was still a baby, and it’s just about ready to fall to pieces.  You look the same, of course, my beautiful bride, but the girls have gotten so big!  Karen hardly looks like a child anymore and I suppose she isn’t.  Please tell the neighborhood boys that her Daddy will be home from the war any day, so don’t get any ideas!  How did you get Catherine and Rebecca to sit still long enough to take their pictures?  It sounds like they are turning into quite the duo.  Please tell Mrs. Ouelette that of course we’ll pay for new tires once the war is over and the rubber rationing is lifted.  Where did they get the pink paint?  Does little Maggie walk around with that scowl on her face all the time?  I hope she knows who I am when I get home.  Keep showing her my picture.
 
   Give them each a kiss from me.  I hope to see you all soon.
 
    
 
   Love,
 
   Jim
 
    
 
   As he folded up the letter, Paul DeLuca threw open the building’s heavy oaken door and shouted into the dimness.
 
   “Jim!  Where are you? They’re going to let us in!”
 
   In his surprise, Clark struggled to his feet, typewriter in one hand, letter in the other.
 
   “There you are,” DeLuca said.  “Let’s go before they change their minds!”
 
   Paul DeLuca looked more like a boxer than an art student, with the crooked nose to complete the picture as if it had been broken in the ring.  He was the same height as Clark, just over six feet, but when they met Clark had guessed that he must outweigh him by seventy pounds, all muscle.  The truth was that DeLuca had never been in a fight in his life, and he had made a terrible soldier, barely passing every physical test in basic training other than the ones that were just about brute strength.  He was working for the Army quartermaster, loading and unloading trucks when the Monuments Men came looking for assistants.  
 
   “Wait … who’s ‘they’ and what did they say?” Clark asked with a suspicious look.
 
   DeLuca gave a dismissive wave.
 
   “Some colonel waving around a letter from Patton saying that he has full authority on who can enter and who can’t,” he replied.  “I convinced him that when Patton showed up he would be very displeased if the MFAA wasn’t prepared to handle the site.  That seemed to get through to him!”
 
   Clark shook his head in disbelief.
 
   “That’s Colonel Berwin, and I said as much to him myself,” he said.  “I said the site is at least partially my responsibility and that I need to get in there right away.  He told me he’d think about it.”
 
   DeLuca laughed.
 
   “You know what your problem is, Jim?” he asked.  “You try to deal with the Army bureaucracy using reason and common sense.  That’ll never work!”
 
   They had both agreed that military protocol would be reserved for when other people were around.  When they were alone, they were Paul and Jim.  Clark chuckled and gathered his things.
 
   “Whatever your secret is, I hope it keeps working for us,” he said.
 
   DeLuca held the door open for Clark as they walked out into the spring air.
 
   “It’s easy, really,” he explained.  “First, you need to appeal to their fear of superior officers being pissed off at them if they don’t do what you say.  Second, you need to communicate the whole thing in Army jargon.  Never say ‘It’s very important for us to do this.’  Say ‘Military necessity and operational security require it.’ Much more official-sounding.”
 
   They walked out of the building into a massive crowd of people and equipment moving in every direction.  They’d hitched a ride from Frankfurt with one of the two Third Army infantry battalions milling about.  There were also two tank battalions, Public Affairs officers, Signal Corps photographers and reporters from every major newspaper and wire service all swarming the Kaiseroda mine complex.  What they were all interested in was buried nearly a half mile beneath their feet in one of the deepest salt mines in Europe.
 
   Clark led the way, weaving a path between the men and machines across a gravel lot toward the mine’s entrance.  Two Sherman tanks from the 712th Tank Batallion were parked on either side like medieval guards, their long guns angled out like pikes.  Colonel Berwin stood between them, a sunken-cheeked man with a toothbrush mustache.  He looked unhappy.
 
   “There’s an elevator just inside the entrance.  One of my men will take you down.  He’s expecting you, Lieutenant,” he barked at Clark, and walked away.
 
   Clark and DeLuca walked into the building that sheltered the mine’s entrance.  The high-ceilinged structure echoed with the sounds of pumps and generators, but was otherwise quiet.  A sallow-faced private with dark circles under his eyes leaned against the cage of a large elevator, big enough to carry a truck.  He nodded to them without a word and slid the metal grating aside just enough for the three of them to enter.
 
   “It’s gonna take a few minutes to get down, sir,” he said, closing the cage.  “And just to warn you—it’s pretty much pitch black the whole way.”
 
   DeLuca took a deep breath and exhaled loudly.  He gave Clark a nervous look.
 
   Clark nodded.  “OK, let’s go.”
 
   The private pulled a lever and the elevator dropped with a jerk, then settled into a steady descent.  The light from the top of the shaft grew dim and soon they were in total darkness.  The only sounds were the creaking of the hoist wheels and the metallic clang of the steel cable going down into the mine.  Clark felt his ears pop and tried to yawn to relieve the pressure.  No one said a word for the seven minutes it took to get to the bottom.
 
   Electric light penetrated the darkness as the elevator slowed at the bottom of the shaft.  The tired-looking private flipped the lever up and slid open the cage.
 
   Clark and DeLuca found themselves in a tunnel carved out of salt.  The floor, walls and ceiling were all a mottled gray with bare lightbulbs throwing shadows across the rough surfaces.  Crystals sparkled in the light and the air was cool and dry.  A jeep was parked a short distance away and DeLuca looked back at the private, pointing with a questioning look.  The private nodded and waved toward the vehicle.  DeLuca took his customary seat behind the wheel and Clark climbed in the other side.
 
   Clark ran his finger along the dashboard as DeLuca started the engine and popped the jeep into gear.  Every surface of the vehicle was covered in a fine layer of salt—DeLuca noticed it too and wiped the edge of the steering wheel clean with his sleeve.  They drove down the center of the tunnel, following the string of lights.
 
   When they came to the end, the tunnel was blocked by a massive brick wall that stretched the entire height and width of the tunnel.  In the center of the wall was a steel door like something from a bank vault.  It had enormous bolts around the edge and a heavy spindle wheel in the center.  Clark guessed that it would take hours of work with heavy equipment to get through it.  So, the engineers had simply blasted through the brick next to the impenetrable door, and now there was a hole big enough to crawl through.  Clark climbed easily through the three foot thick masonry wall, but DeLuca had to squeeze, wriggling through the hole.
 
   They were standing in a large, rectangular room carved out of the earth.  Clark guessed it was the size of a football field with a ten- or twelve-foot ceiling, all hewn from salt.  Tram railway tracks ran down the middle to the back of the room and more lightbulbs were strung from the ceiling.  This was the mine’s Room Number 8.
 
   They were not alone.  In a smaller version of what was going on up above, there were Civil Affairs officers with clipboards, Signal Corps photographers and reporters milling about, all of them looking down.
 
   At their feet, on either side of the tram railway, were knee-high stacks of cloth bags.  Neatly arranged in rows, thousands of bags stretched to the back of the room.
 
   They were full of gold.
 
   Several days before, MPs guarding the road in the village of Merkers stopped two women walking toward a restricted area.  The women were French, and in the Army's vernacular they were ‘Displaced Persons.’  In the case of the two women, they were forced laborers in the Kaiseroda mine.  When the MPs asked about about the mine, one of the women had said, “That’s where the Germans keep their gold.”
 
   Several weeks earlier, Allied bombing raids on Berlin made Third Reich central bank officials afraid for their gold and monetary reserves. Walter Funk, Reichsbank President, packed what was left of the Nazi state’s financial assets and sent it on a special train to Merkers and the Kaiseroda mine two hundred miles southwest of Berlin.  Now that gold, along with countless banknotes stacked against the walls in bales, was in American hands.  
 
   There had been rumors that there were caches of Nazi gold to be found all over Germany, but Clark had dismissed them as a wartime version of a pirate story.  Now, as he watched gold bars being counted and inventoried, he wondered what other rumors might be true.
 
   “How many of those bars do you think we could stuff in our pockets?” DeLuca said in a stage whisper.  His eyes gleamed at the sight of the gold.  
 
   Apart from a few dour officers from the Financial Affairs section, the men in this underground vault were acting like children who had indeed found Captain Kidd’s buried treasure.  A nearby Civil Affairs major was having his picture taken with a helmet full of gold coins.  A reporter rearranged a bag for his photographer so the bullion spilled out onto the floor.
 
   But as Clark and DeLuca walked further into the room, they saw that the Reichsbank was not alone in using the mine for safekeeping. 
 
   Where the bags of gold and currency ended, rows of boxes, trunks and suitcases began.  Clark saw that many of them had the cryptic name “Melmer” written on them.  He knelt down in front of a cream-colored suitcase and popped the two latches.  Raising the lid, he felt a sickening knot in his stomach when he saw what was inside.
 
   Like the bags from the Reichsbank’s, the suitcase was full of gold and silver, but it wasn’t bullion.  
 
   Eyeglasses, wristwatches, cigarette cases, plates, silverware, rings, necklaces, wedding bands, earrings—all hammered flat—filled the suitcase to overflowing.  Some of the flattened pieces began to slide out of the suitcase and onto the floor.  One of them was once a silver baby rattle.  Clark quickly put everything back in and shut the lid, his heart pounding and his pulse thrumming in his ears.  This had to be the property of concentration camp victims.  It was SS loot down here with the gold and currency.
 
   “Oh God,” DeLuca said.  Clark saw that he had gone pale and was pointing to a half-opened cloth bag like the ones holding Reichsbank gold.  Clark craned his neck to peer into it.
 
   The bag was full of teeth—gold- and silver-filled teeth.  
 
   There were ten more just like it stacked neatly nearby.  Clark looked at them and the crates and suitcases around him, at least two hundred of them in all.  Stolen art was one thing, but this was quite another.  Clark’s view on owning great works of art was they were timeless and therefore we were merely caretakers, keeping them safe.  They would then be passed to another generation who would watch over them until they too handed them off.  When he found hidden works of art, he worked to care for them and protect them.  Finding their rightful owners or museums was important, but his job was to secure them and move on.  He saw them as impersonal objects.  Important and immortal objects, but objects nonetheless.
 
   Seeing these personal effects was jarring to him.  Each one had a story.  There was a person behind them, a life.  He thought of the flattened baby rattle and he thought of his own daughters three thousand miles away.
 
   “Let’s get the hell out of there,” he said to DeLuca, jumping to his feet.  He turned and walked toward the far end of the room.
 
   DuLuca, still looking ashen, followed.
 
   “Are all these boxes and suitcases full of this stuff?” he asked.  “Jesus, how many people … ?”
 
   Clark didn’t answer.  “Come on, we have a job to do.  It’s this way,” he said.
 
   Another tunnel led away from Room Number 8 and deeper into the mine.  The sounds of men’s voices and snapping flashbulbs receded into the distance and Clark and DeLuca were on their own.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   They soon found themselves in another massive room.  Just like Room Number 8, it had a string of lightbulbs across the low ceiling, but there was not a single other person inside.  No one taking an inventory, no one taking photographs, no reporters.
 
   What Room Number 9 did have was what looked like the contents of several museums.  Clark scanned the room and saw wooden crate piled upon wooden crate, teetering stacks of print boxes, piles of rolled textiles and sculptures in every state of packaging.  On a nearby crate, he read “Museum für Vor- und Frühgeschichte”—the Berlin Prehistory Museum.  Another was from the Kaiser-Friedrich art museum.
 
   All mixed together, Clark noted.  It will take months to make sense of all this.
 
   “Jim, look over here,” DeLuca said in a quiet voice.  He had found rows of open wooden racks just inside the entrance.  “There’s hundreds of them.”
 
   Inside the racks, standing upright like cheap pictures at a flea-market, were loose paintings with no packaging, not even so much as a paper wrapper.  As DeLuca flipped through them, Clark noticed a Goya leaning up against a Rubens.  Behind DeLuca was a Rembrandt and a Boticelli of the Virgin and Angels.  The Florentine master’s minimal contrasts of color and light and dark were accentuated by the dim light of the chamber.
 
   “Good God,” Clark exclaimed.  “Who knows how long these have been down here unprotected.”
 
   He wandered among the piles, reading the lettering on the crates, lifting blankets off marble sculptures and opening sagging cardboard boxes.  He found several crates from the Berlin State Theater and Opera, full of costumes and props.  Books by the thousands were stacked along the walls.
 
   In the back of his mind was Rose Valland’s list.  He looked for crates marked with an H- or G- prefixed number.  Especially one stamped G46 in red.  While there were thousands of crates and boxes to sort through, it looked like all of them were from Berlin museums.  Even though this was a major find, Clark was disappointed.  The Merkers mine wasn’t on Valland’s list of ERR repositories, a copy of which he kept in his pocket and studied often.  Plus, he wasn’t sure how accurate her list would be now, months after the French artworks had been removed from the Jeu de Paume.  
 
   Yet, he had hoped he would find an ERR cache.  Maybe even Goering’s crate.
 
   While he had shared the story of Valland and the Jeu de Paume with DeLuca, he kept his thoughts on the G46 crate to himself.  It was partly because he felt like it was his own personal mystery  to solve but also because he didn’t want to get his hopes up that an unknown Manet might be inside.Or worse, what if the Nazis had been taken in by a fake?  Would he look like a fool if he told DeLuca how badly he wanted to find G46 and it turned out to be nothing?  Clark took a small notebook and a nub of a pencil out of his field jacket pocket and began to make some notes, turning his mind back to the task at hand.
 
   “Most of these crates look ready to go,” he said.  “But we’re going to need packing materials for the loose paintings and some of these sculptures that aren’t well wrapped.  Someone is going to have to scout a collecting point for us in Frankfurt that’s big enough to hold all of this and process it.”
 
   He looked up.  DeLuca was nowhere to be seen.  “Paul?  Where’d you go?”
 
   “Over here!” DeLuca shouted from behind a pile of rolled tapestries.
 
   Clark found him staring up at a marble sculpture of Apollo with his lyre.
 
   “Look at this!” he said, beaming.  He ran his hand over the stone folds of cloth falling from Apollo’s arm.  “Not one tool mark anywhere … it’s perfect.”
 
   Clark took a moment to enjoy the sight of a student admiring the work of a master.
 
   “I’ve seen the pictures of your work in granite,” he said.  “I’d say they look pretty flawless.”
 
   DeLuca gave a dismissive wave.
 
   “You can’t tell unless you’re looking up close.  You’ve just seen photographs.  Besides, I have power tools—grinders and polishing wheels, and I have chemicals for sealing the stone.  This was made two thousand years ago!  With chisels, files and a wooden mallet … incredible.”
 
   Clark looked the sculpture over.  It had a blanket wrapped around the base, but was otherwise uncovered.  He could see salt crystals sparkling on the surface.
 
   “Well, let’s keep it looking incredible for the next two thousand years,” he said, holding up his notebook.  “I’ve made a rough estimate of the packaging materials we’re going to need for all the loose objects in here.  I don’t know where we’re going to get it all, but we’ll need you to work your magic with the bureaucrats.  I know they don’t want to listen to me, especially that martinet Berwin.  He’ll probably tell me the stuff I want is being reserved to wrap trees in the Black Forest.”
 
   The sounds of footsteps echoed behind them, startling both men.  It was Colonel Berwin.
 
   Oops, Clark cringed.  From the look on Berwin’s face, he couldn’t tell if he had heard or if it was just his usual irritation with MFAA ‘interference.’
 
    Berwin’s mustache twitched as he looked around the chamber, glowering.
 
   “You need to get out of the way,” he commanded.  “The generals are coming.  Stand over there.”  He pointed to a spot near crumbling papyri scrolls that were piled on the floor.
 
   “Generals?” Clark asked, confused.  “We have work to do here.  What do they….”
 
   He stopped himself as he heard more footsteps coming down the tunnel.  Many more footsteps.  He and DeLuca shared a questioning look as they moved over to the mound of scrolls.
 
   The footsteps grew closer until in walked Generals George Patton and Omar Bradley with Supreme Allied Commander Dwight Eisenhower, followed by a gaggle of officers, photographers and newspapermen. 
 
   Clark was stunned at the sight of the three men.  He must have looked like he was frozen in place, his mouth agape and open notebook in his hands.  Eisenhower, in his great coat and peaked cap, nodded as he went by, holding a lit cigarette in his hand.  Bradley, four stars on his gleaming helmet, followed close behind.
 
   DeLuca elbowed Clark and gave him a can-you-believe-this smile.
 
   Patton looked like he had just come from personally fighting Germans in hand-to-hand combat.  His riding breeches and boots were covered in dust and now, salt.  As he passed, he looked Clark and DeLuca up and down, as if performing an inspection.  The scowl on his face suggested they had failed.
 
   Berwin, his surly demeanor gone, was smiling as he led the generals over to the wooden racks where the loose paintings were stacked.  Clark thought he saw the man bow a little as he invited Eisenhower to flip through the pictures.
 
   As much as Clark disliked much of the Army and especially detested taking orders from ignorant men or being thwarted by stupid ones, he had a soft spot for Eisenhower.  When Ike wrote a letter to all commanders in 1943, imploring them to protect historical monuments and cultural objects, Clark felt like Eisenhower had sent the message on his behalf.  His words about ‘our cultural inheritance’ and ‘the growth of the civilization which is ours’ were inspiring to Clark and he thought of them often.  Other men watched the Why We Fight movies to remind themselves why they were so far from home.  Clark looked at the art and monuments under his care and re-read Eisenhower’s letter.  He also used the letter to remind several field commanders of Ike’s distinction between military necessity and military convenience where monuments were concerned.  Sometimes it even worked.
 
   Patton was looking over Eisenhower’s shoulder as he flipped through the paintings.  Clark could see Eisenhower shaking his head as he saw canvas after priceless canvas piled up like so many dime-store posters. A photographer snuck along the wall to get a picture of Ike looking through the rack.
 
   “Bah!” Patton exclaimed, turning away.  “I’d say they look like they’re worth about two bucks apiece.  They should be hanging up in a saloon.  Let’s go back and run our fingers through that gold!  I say we melt it down and make medals for every son-of-a-bitch in the Third Army!”
 
    Bradley chuckled.  “George, if these were the old days when soldiers could keep their loot —you’d be the richest man in the world!”
 
   “You’re goddamn right, Brad!” Patton guffawed.  He held a hand up to shield his eyes from the flashbulbs going off again and again.  “Jesus Christ, will you fellas knock that off!  Enough!”
 
   Eisenhower turned slowly where he was standing, taking in the innumerable objects in the underground room.  Clark wanted to say something to him.  To thank him or to tell him how important it was to preserve the civilization they were fighting for.  Before he could figure out what to say, Eisenhower strode back into the tunnel, Patton and Bradley following close behind, with the rest of the group struggling to keep up.  Berwin stayed behind.
 
   “We’re not wrapping trees,” he said with a sneer.  “But we are evacuating that gold tonight.  In case you haven’t heard, according to the Yalta agreements, we’re one hundred miles inside the Soviet occupation zone.  If we don’t get this gold out of here, the Russians will get it.  We’ll be needing all the trucks, men and material in the area.  When we’re done, you can have what’s left.”
 
   He walked off into the tunnel.
 
   Clark slapped his notebook on his thigh and shook his head.  
 
   “Shit,” DeLuca muttered.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Four hours later, Colonel Berwin reappeared out of the darkness.  
 
   Clark and DeLuca were documenting everything they could while they waited for an opening to perform their own evacuation. Every loose painting, every unpackaged archeological artifact and each marked crate would be recorded in the hopes that they could soon remove them.  The more time they spent in the underground treasure chest, the more they found—stained glass from the Strasbourg Cathedral, the crown jewels of the Grand Duchy of Baden and a bust of Nefertiti.  But still no crates from France.
 
   Neither Clark nor DeLuca noticed Berwin standing there.  He cleared his throat and rustled the papers in his hands.
 
   “We’re … uh … going to need some of these paintings,” he said.
 
   Clark jumped.
 
   “Excuse me?” he replied.  He couldn’t resist making Berwin sweat.  “What could you possibly want with them?”
 
   DeLuca had a crate of Egyptian funerary pottery in his hands.  He carefully placed it on the floor.
 
   “A full load of gold is too heavy for the M54 trucks—they can’t be filled more than halfway,” Berwin answered.  “If we mix in some of the stuff from this room, we can take full loads over to the collecting point in Frankfurt.”
 
   Clark resisted the urge to rub it in any further.  There was work to be done.
 
   “OK,” he replied.  “We’ll need something to wrap these unpacked paintings in.  I saw a pile of coats in the mine offices up there.  Start sending some men down with them and we’ll get these paintings ready to transport.”
 
   Berwin looked nonplussed at being given orders by a Lieutenant. 
 
   “Private DeLuca,” Clark continued.  “Let’s start with the ones in this first rack.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   They worked all night, wrapping priceless works in German sheepskin coats and sending them through the tunnels of the salt mine, up to the surface.  Trip after trip up the elevator, Clark and DeLuca supervised the loading of paintings in between bags of bullion bars and coins.  The crates and suitcases marked ‘Melmer’ were in there too, but they avoided looking at them.
 
   Even with all the men at the mine, there weren’t enough to guard the facility and help load the gold.  Shortly after nightfall, a column of one hundred German POWs came marching in, led by a single platoon.  Clark was on the surface when they arrived.  He watched the line snake by, two by two, and caught his first glimpse of a German soldier up close.  To a man, they were unkempt, and weary looking, but they marched in step, arms swinging.  They exuded both exhaustion and relief, letting themselves be led by such a small force as if they were happy to follow their captors, sure that whatever awaited them was preferable to what they came from.  
 
   Clark thought of the flattened baby rattle in the suitcase and tried to summon hate for these men, but could only manage pity and disgust.  He signaled to the platoon sergeant and peeled off a dozen POWs to help with the paintings.
 
   Berwin stayed out of their way for the most part, showing up only to mark on his clipboard the contents and identification number of each truck as the convoy got ready to head out of the Kaiseroda complex.  Clark managed to get every one of the loose paintings out of the mine and onto the trucks.  Now all he had to do was remove a thousand crates and piles of loose books and museum artifacts from the underground vault.  Into trucks that didn’t exist.
 
   Clark watched DeLuca make the final check on the last truck.  The bags of gold were secured and shouldn’t shift in transit, putting a hole one of the canvases.  They hoped.
 
   Jumping down from the ten-ton M54’s tailgate, DeLuca pointed to a jeep parked on the far end of the gravel lot.  Clark saw several men huddled around a radio on the hood, with a dozen more gathering.  He looked at DeLuca and raised his eyebrows.  They walked over to see what was going on.
 
   They caught the end of a BBC broadcast signing off.  The men standing around the radio had looks of shock on their faces.
 
   “What is it?” Clark asked.  “What’s happened?”
 
   Colonel Berwin was one of the crowd.  The other enlisted men and officers looked to him to answer.  He swallowed hard and spoke, his eyes never leaving the radio.
 
     “He’s dead.  President Roosevelt is dead.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   By two in the morning, the happy mood brought on by the Merkers discovery was gone.  As word of FDR’s death spread, the American soldiers soon had the same somber appearance of their German captives.  They were silent as they loaded the POWs into two trucks and started to form up ranks behind the convoy.  Machine gun platoons and anti-aircraft units jumped into their own M35 Deuce-and-a-halfs and readied themselves for the trip to Frankfurt.  The sound of aircraft engines droned up above in the darkness as the combat air patrol prepared to escort the Nazi’s gold.
 
   Clark watched the convoy begin to move, feeling like the real treasure was still underground.  
 
   At least we got those loose paintings out of there, he reminded himself.  He cringed as a wheel of one of the M54s dipped into a pothole.  I hope they make it in one piece.
 
   When the last of the convoy left the Kaiseroda complex, Clark rubbed his eyes and turned to find a place to sleep.  DeLuca was sitting on the steps of the mine office building, slumped against the brick wall.  He yawned and Clark could see that his normal upbeat demeanor was gone, whether from exhaustion or from the news of the President’s death, he didn’t know.
 
   Clark heard the rumbling of trucks behind him.  He spun around to see a line of M54s pulling into the yard.
 
   What the hell … ?  Clark checked his watch.  They haven’t been gone five minutes.  That’s not even enough time to turn the convoy around.
 
    As they drove past him, he could see that their canvas cargo covers were rolled back.  The trucks were empty, except for the last two which carried more POWs.
 
   Once again, Colonel Berwin came out of nowhere and startled Clark.
 
   “Orders came in three hours ago.  General Eisenhower wants the rest evacuated right away,” he said.  “There should be enough room in Frankfurt for the first shipment and what’s left down there.  The General wants this mine emptied.”
 
   He pointed to the line of trucks and the POWs who were jumping down to the ground.
 
   “Those trucks are yours, Lieutenant, and so are the POWs.  I have the forms here to requisition the necessary materials to pack and ship the items.”  Clark reached for the papers, but Berwin snatched them back.  He handed them to DeLuca instead.  “You have a job to do.  I suggest you get to it.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Twelve hours later, twenty-six trucks were loaded with four hundred tons of art and artifacts.  Neither Clark nor DeLuca had slept in over a day.  Through force of will and two urns of army coffee, they had emptied Room Number 9.
 
   Two empty trucks were at the back of the convoy, both spares in case one of the fully loaded M54s broke down.  Clark and DeLuca each picked one and dropped their packs inside the cargo area and Clark gave the signal to move out.  As he climbed over the gate and spread out his bedroll, he heard engines approaching.
 
   From the men that had been guarding the mine, two machine gun platoons and ten anti-aircraft units joined the convoy.  Colonel Berwin and his clipboard checked that they were ready and returned the salute of a major leading the soldiers.
 
   Clark caught Berwin’s eye.  “Thank you!” he shouted over the rumbling engines.
 
   Berwin nodded.  “You can thank General Eisenhower, Lieutenant.” he replied, and left.
 
   Clark settled into his bedroll and hoped he could sleep amid the noise and jostling of the convoy.  As his exhaustion overwhelmed him, he heard the drone of aircraft overhead.  Just like the gold convoy, they had an air patrol to escort them.  Clark took it as a sign from Eisenhower.  It was a message that the contents of this convoy were just as valuable as all the Reichsbank’s gold, because they weren’t just transporting money—they were carrying civilization itself.
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   Frankfurt, Germany
 
   April, 1945
 
    
 
   One week later, Clark relaxed on a bench outside the Frankfurt Collecting Point, as they were now calling it.  It was shaping up to be the first warm day of spring and he leaned back to feel the sun on his face.  
 
   In a bit of irony that Clark enjoyed, the Army chose the Reichsbank’s former location in Frankfurt as the processing site for the gold, art and artifacts removed from the Merkers mine.  The past few days were a blur of reports, photographs and triage—many of the uncovered paintings found in Room Number 9 were covered in salt and a few were damaged in transit from Merkers.  They needed real restoration professionals working on them to fix the damage, but that would have to wait.  
 
   For now, Clark had found conservators from the Städel Museum to work for him, but the Army had made him wait for them to do background checks to be sure they weren’t Nazis.  In the meantime, he and DeLuca were using whisk brooms to try to clean off the salt.
 
   While we check to make sure that the four elderly men we found hiding in the museum basement aren’t some secret SS force, salt is eating away at the shellac and oil on those canvases, Clark grumbled to himself.
 
   He unfolded the copy of Stars and Stripes he had been carrying in his back pocket and flipped through the pages.  The Soviets were advancing on Berlin and B-29s were bombing Tokyo.  The US Seventh Army had crossed the Iller River into Kempten and were on the road to Munich.
 
   Kempten …  Clark thought.  I know that … where do I know it from?
 
   He took his ever-present notebook out of a pocket in his field jacket.  Several pieces of paper were folded up in the back and he took them out—his notes on Rose Valland’s reports.  He looked at the list of ERR repositories in Germany, but Kempten wasn’t on the list.
 
   I know that Kempten has something to do with Valland, he thought, searching his memory. But what?
 
   From another pocket, he produced a tattered map of Germany and spread it out on his lap.  He found Bavaria in the south and the Iller River.  He followed the river north with his finger until it reached Kempten.
 
   OK, there’s Kempten.  What is it that I’m not remembering?
 
   He looked around Kempten in larger and larger circles, waiting for something to jog his memory.  Durach, Immenstadt, Marktoberdof. To the southeast was the Lech River.  Near the river was Schwangau.
 
   Schwangau … Schwangau, Clark repeated to himself.  Then it came to him.  That’s it … that’s what it was … Hohenschwangau!
 
   On his map, he had marked with a dot each of the ERR repositories from Valland’s notes.  Right there, near the village of Hohenschwangau, was a dot.  He looked again at Valland’s list.  There it was: “Hohenschwangau, Schloss Neuschwanstein.”
 
   That area has to be in our control now, if the Seventh Army has driven through to Munich.  Clark felt his excitement growing.  Finally, a cache of looted art from France could be within my reach.
 
   Thanks to a telegram he had received the day before, his hunt for ERR repositories had taken on new importance.  Robert Atkins, another MFAA man still at Shrivenham, had come across an intelligence report from an Army Corps of Engineers unit in Remagen.  After their capture of the Ludendorff Bridge on the Rhine, they had discovered that there was more to the failed German attempt to blow up the bridge than just military tactics.  In a German command post, they found a copy of an order from Hitler himself—a Führerbefehl issued on March 19th.  The order stated that all military equipment, supplies and communications facilities were to be destroyed lest they fall into Allied hands.  Civilian leaders were to destroy all industrial and supply installations as well as any other objects of value.
 
   They were calling it the Nero Decree.  Hitler knew he was losing and wanted all of Germany to go down in flames with him.  Thanks to that order, Clark wasn’t just on a mission to recover looted artworks before the Nazis could use them to finance their resurgence, he was now in a race to prevent them from being lost forever.
 
   He did a quick estimate with the map’s bar scale and his finger—Hohenschwangau was about 400 kilometers from Frankfurt.  Clark checked his wristwatch.  0800.  If they left right now and the roads were clear, there was a chance they could make it by nightfall.
 
   Clark shoved all the papers into his pocket and ran inside the Reichsbank building.
 
   “Paul!”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “The problem is, we need gas,” DeLuca said.  “The Mercedes is fast as hell—getting there by tonight is not the problem if we have gas.  Then of course we have to get back.”
 
   “We’re still technically attached to the Third Army,” Clark reminded him.  “Why don’t we drive up to Patton’s HQ in Hersfeld and get some gas there?”
 
   DeLuca gave him a skeptical look.
 
   “Patton?” he asked.  “Mister ‘My men can eat their belts, but my tanks gotta have gas’?  That’s who you want to ask?”
 
   “Well, not him personally … ” Clark replied.  “Fine.  What’s your idea?”
 
   DeLuca thought for a moment.
 
   “We haven’t driven the car since before we went to Merkers, so it should still have a full tank thanks to the Civil Affairs guys.  It does have a monster gas tank, about 200 liters… how far away is this place?”
 
   “About 400 kilometers,” Clark answered.
 
   “OK.”  DeLuca pulled out paper and pencil and did some quick calculations.  “Alright, we should be able to get there with what we’ve got.  It goes 100 kilometers for about every 30 liters.  Assuming we don’t hit any major detours, we can get there and at least part of the way back.  But then we’re hoping to run into someone who will top us off.  No Esso stations where we’re going.”
 
   “Paul,” Clark replied.  “If we find what I think we’re going to find, we’re not coming back.  Everyone will be coming to us.”
 
   Especially if crate G46 is there, he didn’t add.  And assuming it’s not all in ashes.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The Mercedez-Benz 770k Cabriolet was a ridiculous car for Clark and DeLuca to be driving around a war zone.  It was twenty feet long, had enormous swooping fenders and gleaming chrome everywhere.  The interior was upholstered in leather and had enough seats for nine people.  Wherever they went, people assumed there was someone important inside.  This was specially ironic considering the Monuments Men were so low on the totem pole that they had to beg for gas just to drive the car.
 
   One day, when they were hitching a ride with the Third Army on a Deuce-and-a-half truck, DeLuca had spotted something in a bombed-out building on the road to Frankfurt.  After getting the driver to stop, he had hopped out of the truck and disappeared into the rubble, Clark and a few confused infantrymen watching him go.  Several minutes later, the soldiers were cheering as DeLuca sped out in the black car from behind a collapsed house, inline eight-cylinder engine roaring and fender-mounted swastika flags flying.  Everyone had jumped down to the ground to get their pictures taken with the car, but DeLuca never let them get into the driver’s seat.  It was his trophy and no one was going to take it from him.  
 
   The car was waiting for them in the Civil Affairs motor pool, thanks to a deal DeLuca made with a mechanic there.  If the mechanic kept it filled with gas, he could drive it when DeLuca wasn’t around.  Clark put the canvas top down and tossed his pack and typewriter case into the spacious back seat while DeLuca walked around, checking the car for any scratches or dents.  Clark couldn’t help but smile.
 
   We’re about to drive through a war zone, Clark observed, and he’s acting like we’re going out cruising the strip on a Saturday night.
 
   They got in and DeLuca started the engine and pulled out of the lot.  With the top down, the warm sun on their faces and the wind in their hair, they couldn’t help but laugh as the car picked up speed.  As the acceleration pushed Clark into his seat, he forgot for a moment where he was and why he was there and just enjoyed the drive out of Frankfurt.  They cruised in silence for the first hour out of the city, slowing down every now and then to go around bomb craters in the deserted road. 
 
   Clark took out the photographs Lilly had sent him and DeLuca noticed him looking at them. 
 
   “New pictures of your girls?” he asked.
 
   Clark didn’t answer.
 
   “You never talk about them,” DeLuca continued.  “Must be hard to be so far away for so long.”
 
   Clark still didn’t answer and DeLuca didn’t press the issue.  The stretch of road they were now on was untouched by bombs or artillery.  DeLuca picked up speed.
 
   “Yes,” Clark said at last over the wind.  “It is hard.”
 
   DeLuca glanced at him, as if waiting to see whether he was answering or closing the subject.
 
   “It’s been almost four years now,” Clark went on.  “The only way I can make it work is if I try to forget that I have a wife and children.  I almost wish Lilly wouldn’t write.  I mean, I’m happy to hear what they’re all doing and to get pictures like these when she does write, but it’s like an intrusion into this carefully constructed world I’ve created for myself here.  If all I think about is my work, I don’t have time to think about them.  I don’t have time to miss them or worry.”  
 
   DeLuca nodded, eyes on the road.
 
   “I’m sure it sounds nuts,” Clark continued.  “Considering how much everyone else here is desperate for word from home, but that’s how I make it work for me.  When this is all over and I get home, I’ll do what I can to make up for lost time, but until then I just need to get the job done.”
 
   He held up the photograph of his youngest daughter.
 
   “Meg is four now.  She was a baby when I left.  I don’t think she’ll know who I am when I get home.”
 
   DeLuca shrugged.  “Maybe.  But then you’ll be home and she will know that you are her Dad.  Soon she won’t ever remember you being gone.”
 
   Clark took a long look at the picture and then put them all away.
 
   “Until then, I try not to think about it.”
 
   “I understand,” DeLuca replied.  “Well, I think I do, anyway.  I don’t even have a girl at home to write to, never mind a wife and four kids, but I can imagine what it’s like.”  
 
   “You seem to get a lot of letters from home, for not having a girl to write to.”
 
   DeLuca chuckled.
 
   “It’s my mom,” he said.  “She writes about what’s happening in the neighborhood and with the other guys I know who are in the service.  Does she think I care who’s working in the butcher’s shop now or what happened to the mailman’s son?  I don’t think she knows what else to say.”
 
   “She probably doesn’t,” Clark agreed.
 
   “Considering what a shitty soldier I made at Fort Benning, I think my parents are just happy I found something to do other than load boxes into trucks.  Or get shot at.”
 
   “Do they understand what you’re doing?” Clark asked.
 
   “I think so,” DeLuca answered.  “I told them I was in the field protecting art and monuments, they thought it sounded important.  My dad’s an off-the-boat Italian stonemason, like four or five generations before him, so he’s just happy I’m not in Italy fighting his cousin’s kids or something.”
 
   Clark nodded.
 
   “Stonemason,” he said.  “That’s interesting.  A stonemason’s son becomes a sculptor in stone.”
 
   “Yeah,” DeLuca replied.  “If he was a truck driver or a carpenter, maybe he would think studying art was unmanly, but he sees it as continuing in the family tradition.  Which is why … oh, shit … here we go.  DPs.”
 
   DeLuca eased up on the accelerator and steered the car to the center of the road.  Clark squinted to see what was up ahead.  There was a crossroads with a small village on all four corners.  What was left of a village, that is.  Not one building was standing, not even the skeleton of a building, a sight so familiar to them now.  Nothing remained but piles of bricks and wreckage on either side of the road and in the road itself.  The village had been flattened by Allied bombs.
 
   What could possibly have been in this out-of-the-way village that they had to bomb it? Clark wondered.
 
   What had gotten DeLuca’s attention was the people swarming over the piles of rubble.  They were like ants, some passing buckets of bricks and plaster, some carrying a single stone down from the pile.  In the cleared areas on the ground, they were sorting the pieces—bricks here, wood there, metal over there.
 
   As the sound of the Mercedes’ big engine reached the crossroads, the people stopped what they were doing and watched the car approach.  Clark prepared himself for the angry reaction that was so common to German DPs when they came into contact with Allied soldiers.  Whether it was confusion at the sight of a German staff car or shell-shock, Clark didn’t know, but they were silent.  
 
   The crowd was mostly women and children too young to be fighting with Hitler Youth units.  The children collected wood and put it into small wagons, bundling smaller pieces with what rope or fabric they could find, no doubt for firewood.  Three dead dogs were lined up by the edge of the road and a fine gray dust covered everything and everyone.
 
   One lamppost remained intact, an ornate iron gas-lamp on a street corner.  Somehow, the glass globe was unbroken.  From it hung an old man with a white beard and a noose around his neck.  A sign was pinned to his dirty jacket that read ‘Ich bin ein Feigling’: I am a coward.
 
   Clark held his breath as they passed through the village, waiting for shouts or a thrown rock, but the Germans stayed where they were and watched the car drive by.  The debris in the road made it slow going—normally they drove as fast as they could to avoid trouble with the DPs.  DeLuca navigated the bomb craters and piles of rubble in the road, driving slowly and carefully.  They did not want to break down here.
 
   On the other side of the village, Clark could feel their stares behind him.  He didn’t want to look back, but he couldn’t help himself.  The human ants had gone back to picking through the pile, sorting the rubble and stacking the wreckage.  A small girl stood on the edge of a crater, shaking her fist at them.
 
   “Damn,” DeLuca sighed as they reached the open road.  “That could have been bad.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The Germans had long since taken down all of their road signs, so with his worn Army map and an old Baedeker guidebook from before the war, Clark estimated their position as 20 kilometers outside the town of Buxheim.  Buxheim was another dot on his map, an ERR site from Valland’s list.  It wasn’t like Neuschwanstein, a cache of hundreds or thousands of French artworks—Buxheim was the ERR’s restoration studio.  Works that had been damaged in transit from France or that needed a thorough cleaning were routed there, as if they were the normal workings of the art trade, rather than a criminal enterprise looting a nation.
 
   It was a slight detour east, between Nuremberg and Munich, but Clark couldn’t resist.  Valland’s list had been in the back of his mind since he left Paris and now was his first chance to investigate an ERR site first-hand.
 
   Buxheim was a small Bavarian town surrounded by farmland with no industrial area or railhead, and so it was untouched by Allied bombing.  On the road into the town, they passed several US Army trucks headed in the other direction, packed with tired-looking German soldiers.  Most wore the gray uniform of the Wehrmacht.  A few wore Luftwaffe blue.  One POW leaned out of a truck to spit on the Mercedes, probably mistaking it for a Wehermacht general’s car.  A line of DPs walked down the same road headed north, flying the Dutch flag.  No doubt they were forced laborers, beginning the grueling trek home on foot.
 
   Clark steeled himself for the inevitable confrontations with angry German civilians.  Instead, there were no crowds on the streets, just white sheets and pillowcases fluttering from the windows of every house and building.  
 
   A German policeman stood on a corner like it was a normal day.
 
   “Slow down,” Clark said to DeLuca.  He waved the policeman over.
 
   The man clicked his heels and stood at attention.
 
   “Do you speak English?” Clark asked him.
 
   “A little,” the policeman replied.
 
   “We’re looking for the monastery… the abbey?”
 
   Pointing to the next intersection the man replied, “Kirchenberg … left … around the curve … you will find it.”
 
   “Danke,” Clark replied with a nod.  DeLuca drove on.
 
   At the end of Kirchenberg Street, a white church with an orange tile roof stood in front of low buildings that were arranged in a fort-like formation.  An American MP stood guard at the arched brown door.
 
   DeLuca pulled over and Clark got out.
 
   “Afternoon, corporal,” he said.
 
   “Sir,” the MP replied, not moving a muscle.
 
   “May I ask why you are guarding a monastery?”
 
   “French and Dutch DPs were raiding the place, looking for food.  It turned into a riot, so we’re here to keep order.”
 
   “Have you been through these buildings?  Seen any artworks anywhere?”
 
   “Yes, sir,” the MP replied.  “The chapel is full of tapestries and rugs piled up everywhere.  Rooms and rooms of old furniture … ”
 
   “Yes,” Clark interrupted.  “What about paintings?”
 
   The MP nodded.  “That little building with the steep roof?  Bunch of paintings in there.”
 
   Clark thanked the man.  He and DeLuca approached the white building with orange shutters.  Clark opened the door and stepped inside.
 
   It was a large, open room with dark rafters overhead and several tables lined up in rows.  For a moment, Clark felt transformed to the Museum of Fine Arts in Boston.  It looked like the conservator’s room in his own museum.   On the tables were lights, paints, cameras, brushes, bottles of milk—used to reline canvases—like any other museum.  On the tables and stacked up next to them were over a hundred paintings.
 
   “Jesus,” Clark exclaimed, looking at a painting on one of the tables.  “That’s a Rembrandt.”
 
   DeLuca looked over his shoulder.  The painting was one of the Dutch master’s later self-portraits.  All was in shadow except for the artist’s face, where rich oranges gave the impression of the glow of firelight.
 
   “I think I’ve seen that in one of my art history books,” he said.
 
   “I’ll bet you have,” Clark replied.  He paused and looked around at the other paintings.  “I’ve been in many museums that would consider themselves lucky to have a collection like this.  And here it is scattered around this room, just left behind.”
 
   He flipped over some papers next to the Rembrandt and saw “Einsatzstab Reichsleiter Rosenberg” stamped on them.  This was the first verification of Valland’s information.  The ERR had been here—this was stolen French art.  Clark’s mind raced as he thought of what might await him at Neuschwanstein. 
 
   He began to walk around the room at a fast pace, looking under each table.
 
   “Do you see any crates?” he asked DeLuca.  “Anything marked with an H and a number or a G?”
 
   DeLuca looked around.
 
   “No,” he answered.  “Everything is loose.  No crates.”
 
   Clark began to flip through the framed paintings stacked up all over the room.
 
   “You looking for anything in particular?” DeLuca asked.
 
   “No,” Clark lied.  “Just seeing what’s here.”  What’s not here.
 
   Clark went out the door and found the MP.
 
   “Have you searched the rest of the monastery?  Are there any other paintings?  Any wooden crates?”
 
   “No, sir,” the MP answered.  “Just what’s in that room.  All we found besides that was bread and some broken furniture the DPs were using for firewood.”
 
   Clark shot DeLuca a stern look.
 
   “Paul, get in the car.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   On the 200 kilometer drive from Buxheim to Hohenschwanau,  Clark couldn’t contain his excitement.
 
   “This could be the big find,” he told DeLuca as the Mercedes roared down the autobahn.
 
   “Bigger than Merkers?” DeLuca asked with an incredulous look.
 
   “Yes,” Clark replied.  “Not bigger in numbers, but this could be the most important.  According to Valland, much of the looted French art is in Neuschwanstein Castle—you’ll recognize it when you see it.  What we found in Merkers was just German museums protecting their collections.  This could be thousands of objects that were stolen from private French collectors, all waiting for us in one place.  I just hope the Seventh Army has gotten that far.  I guess I should have asked the MP back at the monastery.” 
 
   Clark thought back to the bags of gold teeth and the ‘Melmer’ suitcases in Room Number 8 at Merkers.
 
   Am I going to recover French art only to find that the owners are all dead?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   They were now far enough into remote Bavaria that bomb damage was becoming less frequent, so DeLuca took advantage of the clear roads and pushed the Mercedes faster.  The big car flew on the flat, straight pavement.  
 
   In the late afternoon, Clark checked his maps and watch.
 
   “Great driving, Paul,” he said.  “We should be there well before dark.”
 
   “Assuming we don’t get shot first,” DeLuca replied with a nervous look.  They hadn’t seen any US Army personnel or vehicles in a long time.
 
   “Yes, well … let’s try not to think about that.”  
 
   Clark pushed his holster back on his belt so DeLuca couldn’t see him unbuttoning the flap covering his M1911 pistol.  A pistol that he hadn’t fired since qualifying with it three years ago.
 
   “Look,” he said, pointing ahead.  The snow-covered peaks of the Alps were now in view on the horizon.  “We’re getting close.”
 
   The Bavarian countryside, dotted with farmhouses and churches, was open green fields with tree lines that snaked along streams.  As they got closer to the Alpine foothills that marked the transition from the flat farmland to the towering Alps, the roads got narrower and DeLuca had to slow down.
 
   “OK… the road forks up ahead.  Right goes to Füssen, left goes to Hohenschwangau.  Go left,” Clark directed, consulting his red-covered 1936 Baedeker guide.
 
   “Alright,” DeLuca replied.  “Then what?”
 
   Clark smiled.  “You’ll know when you see it.”
 
   They soon came upon the fork and made the turn onto another signless road.  A few minutes later, Clark sat up in his seat.
 
   “Ha!” he exclaimed.  “There it is!”
 
   DeLuca squinted into the distance.  “Where?”
 
   “At about 10 o’clock,” Clark said, pointing.  “See that one hill in front of the big rocky peak?” 
 
   DeLuca squinted some more.
 
    “I think so.  Is there a white building on top?”
 
   “Not just a white building,” Clark said, laughing.  “It’s a fairy-tale castle!  Rapunzel, Sleeping Beauty, Cinderella, the Princess and the Pea… they all live there!”
 
   The road ended at a resort with thick woods on one side and a bright blue Alpine lake on the other.  Now they could see their destination poking out from above the beech and fir trees: a tall, limestone castle with towers, gables and turrets—Schloss Neuschwanstein.  Clark pointed at a narrow road in the trees and they began the slow, winding trip to the top.    Soon they could no longer see the castle as the road was swallowed up by dense forest. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   At the top of the steep hill, a sweeping curve in the road brought them to the long northern side of Neuschwanstein.  Built to look like it was coming straight out of the rock, the massive stone castle towered overhead.  
 
   DeLuca stopped the car and looked up.  “Wow.” 
 
   With the top down on the Mercedes, they could crane their necks to see the top of the massive square guard tower with its turret on top.  A five story stone wall connected it to an even taller building which was flanked by a round stair tower.  Narrow windows dotted the walls.
 
   “I can definitely see Rapunzel tossing her hair out of that tower,” DeLuca remarked.
 
   Clark took a moment to be a tourist.  He had his guidebook open to the page on Neuschwanstein.
 
   “That’s the Knights’ House straight ahead,” he said.
 
   “Knights … wow,” DeLuca replied.  “What knights lived there?”
 
   “None!” Clark answered.  “This castle isn’t some medieval relic—its only about seventy years old!  Mad King Ludwig built it in the 1870s and 80s, mostly because he was so infatuated with Wagner that he wanted to live in his own opera.  He even had a set designer draft it for him—not an architect.”
 
   DeLuca shook his head.
 
   “My Pop would love this place, look at all those stones.”
 
   “They’re just for show … the castle is really made of steel and brick.  The stone is only the skin.”
 
   “Still, that’s a lot of limestone, and it all had to be cut and put in place just so.”
 
   Clark pointed to the eastern end.
 
   “Keep going,” he said.  “There should be a bend just past that tower on the corner.  The entrance will be around the other side.”
 
   DeLuca eased the big car forward.  The road, which had been little more than a strip of pavement cut through the forest, was now part of the castle structure itself, formed of massive gray stones jutting out of the rock.  Making a hairpin turn to the right, the road curled around a smaller tower of brown sandstone.  DeLuca looked over the edge on his left where there was nothing but a sheer drop down a cliff face.  The stones came at least three feet up the side.  Still, he steered the Mercedes toward the middle of the road.
 
   Around the curve, they came to the eastern end of the castle where the gatehouse, made of bright red brick and sandstone, stood in stark contrast to the all-white building that loomed behind it.  Two crenellated sandstone towers stood on either end.  The entrance, an arched wooden door that Clark guessed was ten feet tall, looked like something that might be lowered over a moat.  Looking closer, Clark could see the entrance was just more make-believe—it had two lower sections that were hinged like any other door.  DeLuca switched off the car’s engine.
 
   A coat of arms with two lions holding a shield was carved into the sandstone over the door.  Clark looked at the crow-stepped gable up above and at the tops of the two towers.
 
   “Well,” he said with a trace of nervousness.  “No archers up there.”
 
   “Yeah, Nazis with Schmeissers is more like it,” DeLuca grumbled.
 
   With no noise but the wind in the trees and the ticking of the cooling Mercedes engine, Clark listened for any sounds coming from beyond the gatehouse.  Hearing nothing, he unlatched the car door and started to get out when he froze.  
 
   There were voices on the other side of the wooden door.
 
   “Shit,” DeLuca whispered.  “There could be a thousand Waffen-SS in there … ”  His hands shook as he reached to restart the Mercedes.
 
   Clark held up a hand.  Wait.  He listened to the muffled voices, trying to make out if they were speaking German.  Whoever they were and whatever they were saying, it didn’t sound like an alarm had been sounded or that there were orders being given.  It sounded like conversation.
 
   Then he heard laughter and a voice yell,  “Knock it off, fellas!  No more playing around.”
 
   They were Americans.
 
   Clark and DeLuca got out of the car and approached the entrance of the gatehouse.  Clark expected some ornate door knocker or a bell rope but there was none so he rapped his knuckles on the door like he was the Fuller Brush man.
 
   The voices on the other side stopped and the wooden door creaked open.  An Army captain with a week’s growth of beard stood in the opening.  Clark noticed that he had the stepped yellow letter ‘A’ insignia on his sleeve: Seventh Army.  
 
   Clark thought for a moment before he spoke, hoping to reverse his string of bad luck in dealing with Army bureaucracy.  What was it that Paul said about how to deal with these guys?
 
   “Uh … Hi, Captain … ” Clark looked at the name patch on the man’s field jacket.  “ … Piper.  I’m Lieutenant James Clark and this is Private Paul DeLuca.”
 
   Nothing.
 
     “We’re from the Monuments, Fine Arts and Archives section of the … uh … Operations Branch of Supreme Headquarters Allied Expeditionary Force.”
 
   The captain folded his arms and leaned against the doorway, smirking.
 
   “OK, Lieutenant,” Piper replied.  “Go on.”  
 
   “We need to … I mean, we would like to examine this site.  It’s suspected of being a repository for cultural objects stolen by the Nazis.”
 
   The captain nodded, “I know it is.”
 
   “Oh, great,” Clark replied, relieved.  He moved to come inside, but the captain didn’t budge.  He just scratched his beard and looked at Clark.
 
   “My orders say I’m not to let anyone through this door,” Piper replied at last.
 
   Clark felt his temper flare, but he paused again before speaking.
 
   “Yes, I understand,” he said slowly.  “But I’m the reason you have those orders.  This castle is on a list of suspected locations that I sent up to SHAEF headquarters.  And now I’m here to examine it, report on what I find and do what needs to be done to secure the site and protect whatever might be here.”
 
   The two men stared at each other for a long moment.  The captain looked from Clark to DeLuca and back.
 
   “Alright,” he said with a shrug, pushing the door open wider.  “Come on in.  Welcome to Neuschwanstein Castle.”
 
   The surreal feeling of being in a fairy-tale only increased as they passed through the gatehouse.  They were now in the lower courtyard, with the foundation of the enormous square guard tower to their right and a view of trees and craggy mountains to their left.  In front of them was the base of the upper courtyard—a foundation for a chapel and keep that were never built.  Several soldiers were up there, taking pictures of each other and laughing.
 
   Piper directed them to the left where a stone staircase went to the upper courtyard.
 
   “No one has been inside,” he told Clark as the three of them ascended the stairs.  “It’s exactly as we found it.  And they are exactly as we found them.”
 
   As they stepped up to the upper courtyard, Clark saw two men and a woman, German civilians, standing by yet another stone staircase.
 
   “Who are they?” Clark asked.
 
   “Castle staff,” Piper answered.  “One of the men speaks decent English and was pretty cooperative.  I gathered that they’ve been working here since before the Nazis took over.  Big tourist attraction, you know.  Turns out you were right about this place.  They say the SS, Wehrmacht and Nazis have been swarming all over the place for a couple years bring paintings, furniture, tapestries, coin collections—you name it—to store here.”
 
   Clark felt his pulse quicken.
 
   “Did they say where these things came from? France?” he asked.
 
   “No, didn’t ask,” Piper replied.  “Why don’t you see for yourself?”  
 
   He produced a large ring with ornate iron keys.
 
   Clark opened his guidebook again and looked up at the three buildings surrounding the courtyard.  Directly ahead was a six-story building with a steep gable and pinnacles.  Two frescoes, one of St. George and the dragon and another of the Virgin Mary, were painted on the front.  On the right was the Knight’s House that Clark and DeLuca had seen from down below, to the left was the three-story Kemenate—the Ladies House.
 
   “Well, let’s look inside all of them,” he said.  “Might as well start here with the Kemenate.”
 
   Piper found the key that opened the door, a miniature version of the gatehouse entrance.  Clark felt his breath catch in his throat as Piper turned the key.  The castle looked undamaged, but had Hitler’s Nero Decree been carried out on the objects inside?
 
   Inside was a vast, empty hall with the biggest fireplace Clark had ever seen, clearly meant to burn whole logs.  Mahogany paneling covered the walls up to an ornately decorated ceiling.  DeLuca knelt down in front of the marble hearth and poked among the ashes.
 
   “Jim,” he said.  “Come have a look at this.”
 
   DeLuca moved chunks of charcoal aside and showed that there were scraps of burned uniforms and quite a bit of paper.  He held up one unburned corner of a document with a signature clearly visible: a jagged, lightning bolt shape followed by a florid H and a scribble.  It was Hitler’s signature.
 
   Oh, no, Clark thought.  The ERR records.  They’ve burned them all.
 
   “Looks like just fabric and papers, though,” DeLuca added.  “Nothing else.”
 
   “If it’s the detailed records Valland told me about, that’s bad enough,” Clark said, dejected.  “Let’s look around and see how much worse it can get.”
 
   With a vision of burned canvases, smashed marble and scorched tapestries in his mind, Clark led the three men up a dark stone staircase to the apartments on the second floor.  The first landing opened up to a hallway with doors on either side.  The Kemenate was more like a large house than a palace, and the second floor looked like any other bedroom wing.  Clark pushed open the first door on his right.
 
   It was packed, floor to ceiling, with wooden crates.  They were all unopened and intact.  Several had labels with family crests or the names of Paris art dealers, all with ERR initials stenciled over them.  
 
   Just as Rose Valland had said there would be. 
 
   “God damn,” Piper exclaimed.  “Look at all that loot.  Just like that salt mine up north.”
 
   “No,” Clark said in a quiet voice.  “This is different.  Merkers was full of museum pieces evacuated underground.  This is stolen property.  Inside these boxes are works that once hung on someone’s wall in their house or sat on a mantlepiece.  People who probably ended up in a concentration camp or worse.”
 
   In the next room, the walls were lined with wooden filing cabinets.  In them Clark found over 20,000 catalog cards containing records of every confiscation the ERR had made in the occupied countries.  There were also shipping books with entries for each shipment sent from France, Belgium and the Netherlands and every shipment from one ERR repository to another.  In typical German fashion, the Nazis had kept meticulous records of every transaction.  Finding the cache of stolen artworks was good, but finding the ERR archive was better.  If an object wasn’t here, Clark would be able to find out where it was. 
 
   In other rooms, he found over 8,000 negatives of looted works, endless boxes of silver and jewels, thousands of paintings, 39 photo albums of stolen art; the Nazis had even left behind the rubber stamps they had used to mark crates and individual artworks.  In tunnels below the castle they found even more.
 
   The fairy tale castle of Neuschwanstein may not have had a princess or a dragon, but it was full of treasure.
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   College Park, Maryland
 
    
 
   “Here … on their website you can search the online catalog of the Archives,” Beth said, her tablet computer on the restaurant table.  “I’ll search on ‘ERR’ … there we go.  See that?”
 
   She turned her tablet around so Lyon could read the screen.  There were three search results halfway down the page that referenced “Einsatzstab Reichsleiter Rosenberg.”
 
   “Look at the last one,” she said.
 
   “ ‘ERR Card Files,’ ” Lyon read aloud.
 
   “That’s what you want.  The MFAA found them, along with tons of art and other looted objects, at Neuschwanstein Castle near the Austrian border….”
 
   “That’s the one that looks like Sleeping Beauty’s castle in Disney, right?” Lyon interrupted.
 
   “You got it,” Beth replied.  “The one in California … Disney World, Disneyland?  Anyway, the card files have a record of every single piece of looted art.  Many have the complete provenance as well.”
 
   “Provenance,” Lyon replied.  “That’s like the ownership history for an artwork.”
 
   Beth nodded.  “Yes, it’s a chain of custody, if you will. If there’s a record of your mother’s painting anywhere, it will be on one of those cards.  If we’re lucky, we’ll find a card for the painting.  If we’re really lucky, it will have the provenance with it so we can prove that it went from Manet to your mother’s family.”
 
   “ ‘We’? ” Lyon asked with an arched eyebrow.
 
   “Yeah, yeah,” Beth replied, snapping the case shut on her tablet.  “You got me hooked, mister.  Pay the bill and let’s head over to the Archives.  First record pull time is at ten.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lyon was back to watching microfilm scroll by, but this time he felt like it was more than guesswork.  Thanks to Beth, he had a way to narrow his search.  They had checked out the forty or so rolls of microfilm containing ERR records and now sat side by side in two microfilm carrels.
 
   Beth had suggested they scan for ‘Manet’ but also for ‘Zitrone,’ ‘Blumen’ and ‘Silberplatte,’ German for ‘lemon,’ ‘flowers’ and ‘silver plate.’  After two hours of this with nothing to show but eyestrain, Lyon’s enthusiasm was wearing off again.
 
   “Look … I’m sure you have other things to do.  You don’t have to stay,” he said to Beth as they broke for lunch.  “I’m not sure I want to stay.”
 
   “Oh, don’t be such a baby,” she replied, punching him in the shoulder.  “Come on, the cafeteria here isn’t terrible.”  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Three hours after lunch they were still at it, card after card sliding by on the screens, when Beth poked her head around the divider that separated the two carrels.
 
   “What’s your mother’s maiden name?” she asked.
 
   “Lunel, why?”
 
   “Come here,” Beth said, grabbing his sleeve and pulling him over.  She pointed at the screen.  “Look.”
 
   Lyon leaned in to read the small text on what felt like the ten thousandth card he’d seen that day.  He read the now-familiar German terms: Künstler for Artist, Inventar-Nr. for Inventory Number.  This one had an Inventory Number of L-14.  The Artist was listed as Manet.
 
   Beth was pointing at Beschreibung—Description.  It read Vase mit lila Orchideen und Silberplatte mit geschälten Zitrone.
 
   Vase with purple orchids and silver plate with peeled lemon.
 
   “Holy shit,” Lyon exclaimed.  “My mother never said orchids—just purple flowers—but this has to be it!”
 
   “Right,” Beth replied.  “Not likely that a little girl knows what an orchid is, just that it’s a flower.  Keep reading.”  
 
   Further down the card was ‘Aus der Sammlung’—from the collection of—‘David Lunel.’  
 
   “That’s my grandfather!” Lyon shouted.  “That’s him!”
 
   A researcher across the room shushed him.  Lyon met the woman’s dirty look with one of his own.
 
   “That has to be it,” Lyon said to Beth in a quieter voice.  “This means it’s real.”
 
   Beth thought for a moment.  “Well … yes, it means that there was a painting of orchids and a lemon that the Nazis attributed to Manet.  And it means that it did come from your grandfather’s collection in France … ”
 
   “But?”
 
   “But … we still don’t know if it was really a Manet.  The Nazis, for all their pretensions of cultural superiority, often didn’t know what they were looking at.  They were fooled by fakes and forgeries again and again.”
 
   And a fake will be worth nothing, Lyon thought.  But … only one way to find out.
 
   “But, whatever,” she continued.  “The point is to get your mother’s painting back for her, whether it’s a genuine Manet or not.”
 
   “Right … yeah,” he replied.  “So, now what?
 
   Beth pulled out her tablet and opened the web browser.  She typed ‘Manet lemon orchid vase silver’ into a search engine.  The only results were another painting Manet had done of a lemon on a silver plate, and his Olympia painting which was of a nude woman with an orchid in her hair.  She then opened up the archives.gov site again and searched for the same words.  Only ‘Manet’ got any hits.
 
   “No online record of a Manet with orchids and a lemon,” Beth said.  “We can keep searching through the ERR records and see if we find the paper trail of what happened to the painting after the Nazis got their hands on it.”
 
   “Oh, joy … more microfilm,” he replied with an eye roll.
 
   “Toughen up,” she said.  “There’s no other way than what we’re doing, and we’ve only scratched the surface.”
 
   Beth pressed the button to rewind the microfilm and took the spool off the machine.
 
   “The Nazis’ obsessive attention to detail is going to help us,” she said.  “The ERR kept records for each work of art and what they did with it.  Manet would have been considered degenerate, so they wouldn’t have kept it for themselves.  They would probably have sold it so they could use the proceeds to buy something they did want.  We just need to look at the shipping records and see what dealer they sent it to.  Then we’ll have something to go on.  We can look for auction records, bills of sale, et cetera.”
 
   She checked the printed index and found the spool with the shipping records on it.  After an hour of reading pages of shipping records from the Jeu de Paume, Lyon stopped Beth’s hand from advancing the microfilm.
 
   “There,” he said.  “ ‘Zitrone und Orchideen.’ ”
 
   “Yep.  Crate G46,” Beth read.  “Hmm.  ‘G46 Rot.’  What does that mean?  The crate is red?  ‘Reichsmarschall Goering Zug.’  Hermann Goering’s private train.  Weird that he would have crated up ‘degenerate art’ … look at these other paintings in here: Pissarro, Cézanne.  But … look at the date.  August 15th, 1944.  That was right before the Liberation of Paris.  They were probably in a hurry and just loaded everything up on Goering’s train so they could get the hell out of Dodge.”
 
   “So my mother’s painting ended up in Goering’s hands?” Lyon asked.
 
   “Maybe,” Beth replied.  “The good news is, we can check that too.  Goering was captured by the Army at the end of the war and they found his collection in several places.  It should be in the MFAA records or in the Art Looting Investigative Unit records—those are here, too.  First, let’s check the Monuments Men reports to see if they found your mother’s painting at Neuschwanstein.”
 
   The MFAA had prepared a complete inventory of every object found in Neuschwanstein Castle.  Lyon didn’t think he could stand to look at one more piece of microfilm, but he and Beth split the work so that they could get through the entire list before the Archives closed at five.  They found nothing.
 
   “OK,” Beth said, rubbing her eyes.  “We know that this lemon and orchids painting was shipped out of Paris.  It was on Goering’s train and didn’t make it to Neuschwanstein with the other ERR loot that Clark found there.”
 
   “So where does that leave us?” Lyon asked.
 
   “Well, we need to check the records of what the Monuments Men and the ALIU found when they captured Goering and his collection,” she replied.  “Then … I don’t know.”
 
   “You don’t know,” Lyon repeated.
 
    “Look,” Beth said.  “I should remind you that this all may be for naught.  We might strike out with the rest of the archive here and find no other mention of your mother’s painting.  It could have been destroyed or it could have been picked up by a soldier as a souvenir … who knows.  Plus, there were lots of mines and castles in Germany where art was found stashed away … ”
 
   Lyon caught the look on her face—she was staring without seeing.
 
   “What?” he asked.
 
   “There is one other possibility,” she said.
 
   “Yes … what is it?”
 
   “The Russians.”
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   Dresden, Germany
 
   May, 1945
 
    
 
   The hole in the ground must have been an air raid shelter since there was a line of burned corpses at the entrance, all piled up as if they were fighting to get in.  One of the charred bodies was probably a woman—its arms encircled two small blackened lumps that had likely once been children.  Even though the Anglo-American fire bombing had happened three months ago, Natalia Zharova thought the city still smelled like charcoal and roasted meat.  Strange that no one had cleared those bodies after all this time.  Dresden, once considered the Florence on the Elbe, was now the devastated symbol of total war.
 
   Zharova noticed movement out of the corner of her eye and spotted an old woman and a young girl poking their heads up from the rubble across the street.  The lines on the woman’s face were accentuated by the dirt and grime; the girl’s face was strangely yellow.  She had probably smeared her face with egg yolk, as many of the young German girls had done in recent weeks to affect a sickly look.  Zharova met the old woman’s eyes and put a finger to her lips to signal for her to stay quiet.  
 
   They did stay quiet, but it did them no good.  The drunken band of soldiers behind Zharova let out a whoop when they saw the pair.  One of them gave the familiar shout of “Uri! Uri! Hitler kaputt!” as they staggered onto the rubble, then down into what was once the cellar of a flattened building.  At the sound of women and girls screaming, Zharova turned and went back the way she had come.
 
   Red Army soldiers, the men of Marshal Ivan Konev’s 1st Ukrainian Front, wandered the destroyed streets of Dresden, desecrating corpses, digging through the rubble for souvenirs or survivors and drinking—always drinking.  A corporal was weaving his way down the street, his platoon-mates following.  He sang a song about apologizing to the political officer for getting wounded and promising that in the next battle, he would be sure to die twice for the motherland.  When he spotted the burned bodies Zharova had seen, he burst out laughing.
 
   “Mother!” he shouted.  “You forgot to take the roast out of the oven!”
 
   The rest of the platoon fell all over themselves, cackling.
 
   Zharova was careful to show no expression, hiding her disgust for these barbaric men.  She simply walked past as if they weren’t there, as hard as they were to ignore.  It wasn’t just their unruly behavior—they were a sorry-looking mess.  After four years of brutal fighting, their uniforms were little more than rags held together by thread.  Lice-ridden and filthy, the soldiers gave off an odor that managed to rise above the stench of the burned city.    
 
   The platoon’s dead-eyed sergeant noticed her and managed a half-hearted nod.
 
   “Major,” he mumbled.
 
   Zharova quickened her pace, lest the platoon take note of her brand-new uniform and question her.  Unlike the hardened veterans around her, she had only been in the Army for three months, receiving her rank and uniform in Leningrad as she had rushed to board a train for the front.  At barely 150 centimeters tall, Zharova was not the imposing Red Army officer her rank suggested.  She hid her long black hair under her peaked cap to avoid looking completely ridiculous—like a little girl playing soldier, even though she was approaching fifty.  She didn’t expect or want respect from the front line soldiers, she just wanted to be left alone.
 
   Zharova walked west toward her destination, following the Elbe which she could see beyond the piles of scorched brick and stone.  She found herself in a crater-ridden plaza, cobblestones thrown everywhere, and stopped.  She had studied her map of Dresden and, even with the complete destruction, she knew where she was.  The two stone shards towering above her were all that was left of the Frauenkirche, the 18th century Church of Our Lady.  The shattered piece on her left had a slight curve at the top, giving a hint of the massive sandstone dome that once stood 96 meters high.  Zharova spent a moment reflecting on what had been lost to European civilization in just two days of bombing, waiting for feelings of sadness or regret to come.  They did not, and so she moved on.
 
   Further west, she found what she had been looking for.  She also found something that she had hoped to avoid, or rather someone—her commanding officer, Lieutenant Colonel Andrei Veselovsky.  He was standing in the street with the three other members of her brigade.
 
   Veselovsky had only been a Lieutenant Colonel for as long as Zharova had been a major—their entire brigade had received their commissions and uniforms on the same Leningrad train platform.  Yet here he was, summoning his most condescending, imperious attitude for a confused-looking captain the four of them had come upon in the street.  Unlike the rest of the Commission officers, he looked like a colonel—powerfully built, and taller than almost every other man in the Red Army.  What was worse—he knew that he looked the part and never missed an opportunity to play it.  As Zharova got closer, she could hear Veselovsky berate the man.
 
   “ … not your responsibility, Comrade Captain, it is mine.  It is I who have been sent here by the Extraordinary State Commission on the Registration and Investigation of the Crimes of the German-Fascists Occupiers and their Accomplices and the Damage done by Them to the Citizens, Collective Farms, Public Organizations, State Enterprises and Institutions of the USSR.”
 
   Zharova suppressed a groan at Veselovsky’s use of the Commission’s full name.  Who can even remember all that?
 
   The captain removed his cap and scratched his shaved head.
 
   “My apologies, Comrade Colonel,” he replied.  “I was simply checking to be sure there were no Germans inside.”
 
   “What you call ‘checking,’ I call ‘about to blindly lob a grenade into a building the importance of which you know nothing!’ ” Veselovsky fired back.
 
   The captain shrugged, saluted and left with a bewildered look.
 
   “Ah, Major Zharova!” Veselovsky said as he noticed her watching him.  He waved her over.  “Come, come!  I have found it!”
 
   Yes, idiot, she thought while keeping a neutral expression.  You found it.  And that captain found it, and now I have found it, right where every map says it should be.
 
   Zharova had been putting up with Veselovsky for four years now, since the beginning of the Siege of Leningrad.  When she had gotten word that the artworks in the Hermitage museum were being evacuated from the city, she had volunteered to help.  Veselovsky was an assistant director of the Hermitage and, while determined and heroic in defense of his museum, he was an insufferable tyrant from the beginning, ordering everybody about even when there was nothing to be done.  After Zharova’s apartment was destroyed by the Luftwaffe, she moved into the basement of the museum with hundreds of others, all of them barely tolerating Veselovsky until the siege lifted in January of 1944.  Now, through fate or bad luck, she was with him again.
 
   “Look at it,” Veselovsky said, shaking his head as he surveyed the damage of the building in front of them.  “It’s ruined.  But … perhaps there is hope.  Zharova, what do you think?”
 
   Zharova looked at the formless heap of twisted iron, charred wood and stone.  While parts of the building were still standing, it was impossible that anything inside had survived—it was all gone.
 
   “It’s ruined,” she said.  “But yes, perhaps there is hope.”  Hope that you will fall in a hole and never come back out.
 
   “Yes!  Just as I said!  Hope!” he replied.  “Let us look inside.”
 
   Zharova didn’t know what “inside” could possibly mean with a building flattened by bombs, but she followed Veselovsky onto the pile of rubble with the others close behind.  After a few precarious steps on the loose stones and broken beams, they all stopped and went no further.  Zharova looked beneath her feet at yet another smashed monument to European culture.
 
   The rubble she was standing on was all that was left of the famous Dresden Gallery, a museum that had been built more than a hundred years ago to display the collected works of the Electors of Saxony, including Raphael’s masterpiece, the Sistine Madonna.  It was the Gallery, along with the Sistine Madonna, Rembrandt’s Portrait of a Man in a Hat with Pearls, Velázquez’s Old Man, Courbet’s The Stone Breakers and others, that she and her brigade had been sent to Dresden to find.
 
   They were the 37th Trophy Brigade, charged by the Extraordinary State Commission with finding every valuable artwork in German territory and sending it back to Moscow.  Stalin himself had ordered the Commission to draw up a list of objects known to be in German museums or private collections, with the intent that the trophy brigades would collect them all as the Red Army swept across the Reich.
 
   What had begun as an attempt to seek restitution for the terrible damage Germany had done to the Soviet Union had turned into eye-for-an-eye vengeance.  The Nazis had sought to eradicate the Slavic people and their culture from the earth, killing people by the millions and destroying the cultural objects that symbolized their heritage.  Churches, palaces, synagogues, museums, libraries, municipal archives were all destroyed, once the ‘Aryan’ works had been looted by organizations such as the Einsatzstab Reichsleiter Rosenberg.  Now the Soviets were visiting retribution upon their enemies.  
 
   Every artwork that was lost from a Soviet museum was to be replaced by one of equal value from Germany.  The special brigades, made up of museum officials, art historians, artists and restorers, were sent to ensure the identification, seizure and transportation of these works, along with every other work that could be had, from whatever source.  The Trophy Brigades didn’t stop with art.  Every intact factory would have its equipment and raw materials stripped by similar specialized teams and sent on a train to Moscow.  Libraries, archives, churches—nothing of material or cultural value would be left untouched.
 
   Now Veselovsky was faced with the prospect of reporting to Moscow that he didn’t know where the Dresden Gallery collection was.  Zharova relished the brief look of panic that passed over his face.
 
   “I will go back to Neustadt!” he exclaimed and scrambled down off the pile.  He ran off on his own, looking for someone who could drive him back to headquarters.
 
   The other three men from their brigade—Gubanov, Ukhtomsky, and Tokarev—shared a brief look and went off in different directions, none of them acknowledging Zharova.  She sighed as they climbed back down to the street. Children.
 
   They were supposed to be working together, but each wanted to be the one who could report back to Moscow that he had been the one who ‘rescued’ the Dresden Gallery.  Each of the men, anyway.  Zharova couldn’t have cared less.  As an artist, she wanted to see the works safe, but she found the politics of it all tiring and pointless.  And so they each went their separate ways.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Remembering her own time living in the basement of the Hermitage, Zharova walked around the edge of the Dresden Gallery’s ruins, looking at the base of the building and at the piles of rubble.  The only sounds were the Red Army soldiers roaming the city, with the occasional thump of a grenade or rattling of a submachine gun.  Just as in Leningrad and throughout her entire time at the front, there were no birds, except for a solitary vulture soaring high above.  She walked slowly, careful not to make any noise, and scanned the rubble.
 
   There.
 
   A missing section of the museum wall opened up to a hole in the floor inside.  Zharova was looking right into the basement of the Gallery, where several scared, dirty faces were staring back at her.  They looked like they were hoping she would pass by, but when they saw that she was a woman and that she was alone, they seemed to relax.  One of their number, a short stout man who was dressed for a day at the office, smiled and hailed Zharova.
 
   “Good afternoon, Fraulein!” he said as he clambered up and over the wreckage, one hand on his homburg hat.  “Please allow me to introduce myself.”
 
   Zharova’s German was good enough to understand what he was saying, but not enough to ask all of the questions she wanted answered.  She made no motion towards him and didn’t return his friendly greeting.  Out of the basement, he stepped over some broken stones and lifted his hat.
 
   “My name is Hermann Voss.  I am the director of the Dresden Gallery.” He waved his hat in a sweeping motion as if he was presenting the grandeur of the museum as it was.
 
   She understood his name and the word Kunstsammlungen—gallery.
 
   “Do you speak Russian?” she asked.  
 
   He smiled and didn’t respond.  
 
   “Parle français?”
 
   “Mais oui,” he replied.
 
   “What is your connection to this museum?” she asked in French.
 
   “I am the Director,” he replied in that language with a bow.  “I am at your service.”
 
   “Where is the art?” she demanded.  “Was it destroyed in the bombing?
Voss adjusted his horn-rimmed glasses and affected an indignant look.
 
   “Certainly not!” he replied.  “Every piece is safe.  I personally supervised their careful packing and evacuation to a local quarry.  They are in perfect condition!”
 
   “Where?”
 
   “Thirty or so kilometers from here in a village called Cotta, near Pirna.  It is a sandstone quarry with many tunnels deep in the rock.  The artworks are safely stored there.  You have a special interest in art?  In the museum?”
 
   “Yes,” Zharova replied.  “I am part of a special unit sent to … protect art.  To rescue it from danger or poor conditions.”
 
   “In that case, do you have transport?  May I escort you there?  Surely you are not operating alone?”
 
   “No.  I have a battalion supporting me and we will need their assistance.  You will come with me to our headquarters in Neustadt so we may collect them.  Then we will see about your tunnels.”
 
   “Certainly!  Please, lead the way!”
 
   Without a word, Zharova turned and headed back to find the truck that waited for her.  The men, women and children sheltering in the basement of the museum watched her go, their hope of rescue or relief visibly fading as Voss ignored them and scurried after Zharova.
 
   She suppressed a smile at the thought of showing up at headquarters with the location of the Dresden Gallery artworks.  
 
   Oh, how wonderful, she thought.  The look on Veselovsky’s face will be far more glorious than actually finding the paintings, even if this sycophantic German is telling the truth.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Neustadt, a section of Dresden, lay on the northern bank of the Elbe.  Escaping much of the February bombing, it was an ideal site for Marshal Konev’s headquarters now that the Red Army had taken the city.  With Voss trailing behind her, Zharova wandered the halls of the perfectly preserved building, searching for the battalion of men that supported the 37th Trophy Brigade.  The men and vehicles assigned to their brigade gave them all the manpower and equipment they needed to carry out their mission.  If the German was telling the truth.
 
   Given the importance of finding the Dresden Gallery, one additional unit was assigned by Stalin to assist them: SMERSH.  This military counter-intelligence service—its name an acronym for ‘Death to Spies’—was part of the Special Sections of the dreaded NKVD, the Soviet state’s secret police.  SMERSH officers roamed the front lines, looking for soldiers who committed the crimes of cowardice or disloyalty.  They were either sent to the gulag or shot after being forced to dig their own graves.  Now SMERSH had turned their attention to the work of the Trophy Brigades.
 
   Zharova always did her best to ignore SMERSH, but now they would be unavoidable.  It would be more trouble to visit the quarry without them than to inform them of her discovery and deal with the consequences.  But first, she had to find the men who would guard the artworks while the rest of the troops loaded them into trucks on their way to a Moscow-bound train.
 
   In a large room with tall windows overlooking the Elbe River, she found the trophy battalion lounging at a long wooden table, drinking.  She was about to order them to accompany her when she saw Veselovsky sitting at the head of the table.  He sat in the sunlight, laughing and downing his vodka ration.  
 
   “The war is not over,” Veselovsky was saying.  “We have defeated Hitler but not fascism.  Fascism exists all over the world, especially in America.  America is now the primary enemy.  We have destroyed the base of fascism.  Now we must destroy the base of capitalism: America!”
 
   The rest of the brigade agreed.  They toasted Veselovsky and pledged to deny the Americans the use of art or treasures to finance imperialism and capitalism.
 
   Zharova stopped, and then decided to come back when Veselovsky was gone.  Her momentary hesitation was enough for her nemesis to see her and the German clutching his hat.
 
   “Zharova!” he exclaimed, slamming his empty bottle down on the table.  “Who have you brought to me?”
 
   Zharova was trapped.  She had to tell him something, and there was no story that she could invent that would explain why she had a well-dressed German civilian in tow.  She had only one choice: tell Veselovsky about Voss.  The best that she could hope for was that the German was lying to save his own skin and that Veselovsky would rush off to the quarry expecting glory only to find nothing.
 
   She told him everything.  
 
   Veselovsky teared up at the news and leaped out of his chair.
 
   “We must tell SMERSH!  Comrades!  To… what was the name of this place?”
 
   “Cotta,” Zharova replied, doing her best to hid her disgust.
 
   “To Cotta!”
 
   She found herself hoping that the priceless treasures of the Dresden Gallery were lost forever.
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   US National Archives
 
   College Park, Maryland
 
    
 
   “Okay … that’s bad,” Lyon said.  “What you’re saying is that even if we find the records we’re looking for, it might all be moot because the Russians could have snatched up my mother’s painting in Germany.”
 
   Beth thought for a moment.  “Well, the Trophy Brigades took everything they could find in German museums and private collections, some of which may have been art that the Nazis looted from someone else.”
 
   Lyon groaned and threw up his hands.  “Forget it.  I’m going home.”
 
   “Well, hold on a second,” she replied.  “This is actually the project I’m working on now—researching the Trophy Brigades.  The piece I’m writing is about the work being done to understand what was taken and where it all is now.”
 
   “And where is it?”
 
   “Some of it is hanging on the walls of Russian museums, some of it is stored in the basements of those museums, and some of it … no one knows.”
 
   “So … how does that help me?” Lyon asked.  “Or are you trying to tell me to give up?”
 
   “I’m trying to tell you that if we strike out here, there’s still another place to look.”  Beth patted him on the arm.  “Don’t be such a baby.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Rushing to finish before the Archives closed for the day, they scanned the microfilm until they found the records of Goering’s collection.
 
   “Here we go,” Beth said.  “Goering was captured on May 9th, 1945, the day after the Germans surrendered.  He had a whole train full of art hidden in a tunnel in Berchtesgaden, the Nazi retreat in the Bavarian Alps.  Here’s the list of what was on that train.”
 
   They read through the list that took up several pages of small print.  Beth looked down at her written notes.
 
   “Remember we found the crate ‘G46’ in the Jeu de Paume shipping records?  The one your mother’s painting was packed in?”  She pointed to the screen.  “Look… here are several crates noted with a ‘G’ prefix.  G32 … G19 … G41 … do you see a G46 anywhere?”
 
   Lyon scanned the list.  “No.”
 
   “Hmmm.  I don’t either,” Beth said.  “And there is no Manet listed among the works found on that train, or any of the other paintings that were supposed to be in that G46 crate.  So where did they go?”
 
   “I don’t know,” Lyon said.  “But I do know I’m tired of looking at microfilm and I’m hungry.  Why don’t we pack it in for the day and go get some dinner?”
 
   Beth frowned and cocked her head.
 
   “Are you asking me on a date?”
 
   Lyon was stunned for a moment and didn’t know what to say.
 
   “I … uh … no, I was just thinking … ”
 
   Beth punched him in the arm again, hitting the same spot as before.
 
   “Relax.  That was a joke,” she said, laughing.
 
   Lyon grimaced at the pain and the ‘joke.’  He hadn’t been thinking of dinner as a date, it just seemed logical to get something to eat.  He watched Beth as she packed up her things, noticing the line of her hip as she reached to turn off the microfilm reader.
 
   Not that I would mind it being a date.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Feeling self-conscious now, Lyon had selected the least romantic-looking restaurant he could find on his phone: a strip-mall Indian place just off the Beltway in Silver Spring.  Sitting in a green vinyl booth by the window, they were the only customers.  They didn’t serve liquor, so Lyon had to settle for a bottle of Kingfisher beer as they shared a basket of papadum.  He quickly drained the bottle and ordered another.
 
   “Rough day?” Beth asked.
 
   “Just thirsty,” he replied.  “So, how come I haven’t heard about this whole Russian art-looting operation before?”
 
   Beth dipped a piece of papadum in the hot chutney and popped it in her mouth.
 
   “You may recall that the Soviets were big on secrecy,” she said, munching on the cracker.  “Not that the Nazis weren’t, but once the war was over, there was an enormous paper trail of what the Germans had done, and of course the Nuremberg trials.  There’s not much we don’t know about them.  The Russians, on the other hand, even after the fall of the Soviet Union, aren’t too keen on people poking around.  In the mid-Nineties, when the Soviet archives were opening up, two Russians—an art historian and a museum curator—found that Russian museums still had thousands of artworks in secret depositories.  The museum community and the Russian government were not happy with them.  The Hermitage in St. Petersburg and the Pushkin in Moscow eventually admitted this and put on special exhibitions of works the art world had thought were lost in the war—paintings by Corot, Sisley, Toulouse-Lautrec and many others.  The Pushkin even had the nerve to name their exhibition ‘Twice Saved’—as if the Trophy Brigades were ‘saving’ art by stripping German collections and sending them to Moscow.”
 
   “Wasn’t there an uproar?” Lyon asked.  “People have been trying to track down their family’s property since the war ended and the Russians may have had it all this time?”
 
   The waiter showed up and placed several covered plates on the table.  Lyon finished his beer and waggled the empty bottle.  The waiter nodded and took it.
 
   “Yes, I would say there’s been an uproar,” Beth replied, uncovering a dish of lamb vindaloo.  “There were numerous lawsuits, conferences and articles about it in the first few years after the revelation.  But then—either from old Cold War fault lines reappearing or Russian nationalism—there was a backlash.  One Duma member said that these artworks were ‘the last fruits of victory, the only ones not yet lost.’  Another said that ‘even symbolic restitution was like spitting on the graves of the war dead.’  It got ugly.”
 
   “Jesus, the war had been over for fifty years by that point.”
 
   Beth nodded.  “To Americans, fifty years sounds like a long time, but Russians have long memories.”
 
   “I guess … ,” Lyon said.  “But I bet none of them fought in the war—they were probably kids at the time or not even born yet!  So, what’s happened since then?”
 
   “In 1997 the Russian Duma passed a law nationalizing all trophy art.”
 
   “You’re kidding,” Lyon said.  “They just took it?”
 
   “Yes and no.  They did compile an inventory of everything in their possession.  They gave people eighteen months after that to file a claim.  Unfortunately, the claims process was a joke.  While the inventory was posted on line, for the longest time the list was only in Russian and wasn’t searchable.  And, if by some miracle, you did find your family heirloom on that list, you basically had to pay them the full market replacement value to get it back.  Otherwise, after the eighteen months were up, it was all nationalized.”
 
   The waiter brought another Kingfisher and Lyon took a pull from the green bottle.
 
   “That’s bullshit,” he said.
 
   “Indeed,” Beth replied, spooning some rice onto her plate.  “As we lawyers like to say, it illustrates the difference between legal and legalistic.  They gave it the appearance of a legal process, but the result was never in doubt.”
 
   “It sounds like this is a done deal,” Lyon said.  “Does that mean we’re at a dead end?  The Monuments Men trail seems to have petered out and if the Russians have my mother’s painting, it sounds like I’m screwed.”
 
   “Not necessarily.  That’s the story I’m working on now.  The art world hasn’t taken the trophy art nationalization lying down.  There are people within the Russian museum community that want to do the right thing, but their government is standing in the way.  They’re working, sometimes in secret, to let the public know exactly what the Russians have and where it is.”
 
   “I take it you’re in contact with these people?” Lyon asked.
 
   Beth nodded.
 
   Lyon was now feeling the effects of the beer which, combined with his indignation at Beth’s story, caused his mind to race.  There had to be something he could do—not lawsuits and claims processes—some real action he could take.
 
   “Let’s go to Russia,” he blurted out.
 
   Beth’s fork clattered on her plate.
 
   “You want to go to Russia,” she said, eyebrows raised.
 
   “Yeah,” Lyon replied, thinking aloud.  “Let’s go there.  Look, in my experience it’s very easy for people to ignore you in a letter or an email … even over the phone.  When they’re looking you in the eye, it’s harder for them to say no.”
 
   “You’re nuts,” Beth said.
 
   “Maybe, but I’ll pay.”
 
   “You’ll pay.”
 
   “Yeah.  First class tickets and everything.”
 
   Beth stared without saying a word.
 
   “Do you read the news?” she asked, breaking the silence.  “Ever heard of the murdered Russian journalists?  Booby-trapped briefcases?  Polonium poisoning?”
 
   “Yes, I’ve heard about that,” Lyon replied.  “But you’re not Russian.  What do they care about you?  This is art we’re talking about, not state secrets.  Come on, you can’t tell me it won’t help with the story you’re writing.”
 
   Beth took another bite of curry and chewed, looking at Lyon for a long time.
 
   “Any … uh, boyfriend to object?” he asked.  “Other plans?”
 
   “No,” she replied.  “What about you?  Don’t you have a job to go to?  Family?”
 
   “Nope, just sold my company.  Family … is not an issue.”
 
   She looked at the fading tan line on Lyon’s ring finger.  “Married?” she asked.
 
   “Separated,” he said.  “It’s complicated.”
 
   “I’ll bet it is.”
 
   Lyon could tell he had her sold, so he stopped selling and waited.
 
   Beth shrugged.
 
   “Okay, let’s go to Russia.”
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   St. Petersburg, Russia
 
    
 
   Through the train window, David Lyon watched the scenery of a pine and white birch forest speed by at over 150 miles per hour as the Sapsan train flew through the Russian countryside on its four hour trip from Moscow to St. Petersburg.  Every so often, there would be a break in the trees where a small village of old wooden houses clustered near the tracks.   The train’s name—Peregrine Falcon—seemed apt to Lyon whose experience with train travel was the slow and unreliable Amtrak service that he used to ride when traveling to Boston or New York.  He checked his watch.  They had left Moscow at 6:45 a.m. and would be arriving at 10:35—thirty minutes from now.
 
   Lyon popped some more ibuprofen, hoping to banish his headache.  After striking out at the Pushkin Museum the day before, he had treated himself and Beth to the best authentic Russian restaurant the hotel concierge had recommended.  After countless zakuski plates and shots of vodka, they had stumbled back to the hotel only to get up four hours later to catch the early Sapsan to St. Petersburg.  Whether it was the alcohol or the jet lag, Lyon had slept a dreamless sleep.  Maybe the recurring dream was finally behind him.
 
   Beth had done a good job of preparing Lyon for their failure at the Pushkin.  She had told him that she hadn’t had any luck finding a source inside the museum that was willing to talk to her.  It was too soon to tell whether the museum staff shared the nationalism of the Russian Duma or were just nervous about talking to a journalist about a sensitive subject.  
 
   After asking to speak with the museum director and being told it wasn’t possible, then asking for an assistant director and being given the same answer, they asked to speak to a curator.  The young docent they had cornered seemed desperate to end the conversation, so she said she would check.  They waited three hours before giving up.  Lyon wondered how much truth there was to Beth’s story about museum people trying to help people find lost art.  Telling his mother’s story to the docent seemed to have no effect.   No museum official ever appeared.
 
   Lyon looked over at Beth, sleeping in the seat across the aisle.  Had she told him the truth or had she embellished a little, hoping that her story would turn out to be more than it was?  Were there really people inside Russian museums that were willing to help?
 
   Too late to be second-guessing, he thought.  Eleven hours in the air on two flights, a full day in Moscow and now on to St. Petersburg—I’m committed.
 
   The public address system chimed overhead.  A woman’s voice came over the speaker and announced in Russian and English that the train would soon be arriving at Moskovsky Station in St. Petersburg.
 
   As the train gradually slowed, Lyon could see the trees and fields outside turn into the industrial outskirts typical of every major city.  He reached across the aisle and gave Beth’s shoulder a shake.  She awoke with a start and let out a groan, rubbing her eyes.  Lyon guessed she was feeling at least as hungover as he was.   
 
   “Wake up, sunshine,” he said.  “We’re almost there.”
 
   Beth groaned again.  “Just leave me on the train.  I don’t care where it’s going.”
 
   “Not a chance,” he replied.  “We have a big day today.”
 
   The train came to a stop at a long platform and they grabbed their luggage and stepped outside.  As they entered one of the main halls of the station, Beth elbowed Lyon and pointed up.  The ceiling was covered in a mosaic left over from the days of the Soviet Union.  Like a Communist version of the Sistine Chapel, it showed workers and kerchiefed peasant women against a brilliant blue sky, hoisting an enormous red flag with Vladimir Lenin’s face.  Lyon spent a moment taking in the irony that, below this paean to the workers’ and peasants’ state, morning commuters stared into phones, clutched designer handbags and hurried to work in their calfskin loafers.
 
   They moved with the crowd and passed through the main entrance hall with its statue of Peter the Great.  Beth had a St. Petersburg guidebook open and was looking at a city map as she walked.
 
   “Let’s get a taxi,” she said.  “It’s too far to walk, especially dragging our luggage with us.”   
 
   Once outside, Lyon flagged down a cab and helped the driver get their luggage into the trunk.  
 
   “Americans?” the man asked.  Lyon smiled and nodded, wondering again how it was that Russians were able to pick Americans out so easily.    
 
   Maybe that was their problem—the Russian museums didn’t want Americans asking questions.  If that was the case, this trip to St. Petersburg was going to be a waste.  Once again, they were showing up unannounced at a major Russian museum, hoping that someone there would be willing to thwart their government and help Lyon find his mother’s painting, or at least point him in the right direction.  They were about to visit the place that Beth said was their best bet—the museum that had received the bulk of the art collected by the Trophy Brigades.  
 
   They got into the car and Lyon gave the taxi driver their destination.  After stopping by the hotel to drop off their luggage, they were going to the crown jewel of Russian art museums: the Hermitage.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Let’s try a different approach this time,” Lyon said as they walked across Palace Square toward the museum.  “You say you’re a reporter doing a story about the Hermitage, but don’t say any more.  Hopefully, that will be enough to draw them into a conversation, then we can tell them why we’re really here.”
 
   “Okay,” Beth replied.  She seemed to be half paying attention and was looking at the workmen that were all over the large, open square.  “But … I just realized that our timing couldn’t be worse.”
 
   She pointed at the men, who were busy hanging Russian flags and white, blue and red bunting from every lamppost while tourists milled about.  She checked the date on her phone.
 
   “The day after tomorrow is Victory Day.  I doubt the Russians are going to be in the mood to talk about giving up their war trophies.”
 
   “Victory Day?” Lyon asked.
 
   “Yeah … Victory Day, as in victory in World War II—the day Germany surrendered,” Beth explained.  “It’s a national holiday with big parades and such.”
 
   “Are you serious?” Lyon exclaimed.  “In the US, you’d be lucky to find anyone who even knows when the Nazis surrendered and you’re telling me the Russians are still celebrating?”
 
   Beth nodded.  “I told you, they have long memories here.”
 
   “Super.  They’re going to be all charged up over their Army’s glorious victory and we’re going to ask them where all the stolen art is.”
 
   Formerly the Tsar’s private home, the Winter Palace had long been Russia’s most significant art museum.  Its green and white exterior stretched along the Palace square on one side and the Neva River on the other, with gilded woodcarvings on every window, door and cornice.  Lyon and Beth joined the throng of tourists who made their way into the main entrance.
 
   Once inside, the tourists were looking up at the high, painted ceilings and the massive marble Jordan staircase.  The walls were white and covered with more gilded woodcarvings.  Beth ignored the spectacle and headed straight for the information desk.  Following Lyon’s plan, she introduced herself as an American reporter doing a story on the Hermitage and asked to speak to someone from the museum staff.  The matronly woman behind the desk picked up the phone and spoke a few words of Russian.
 
   “Wait here,” she said to Beth.
 
   Beth gave Lyon a look as if to say, Here we go again.  Lyon returned it with a grimace.  He was not going to sit around for three hours like they did at the Pushkin.  When the trail went cold at the Naitonal Archives and after he learned about the Soviet Trophy Brigades, Lyon was confident that if there was a way to find his mother’s painting, it would be here in Russia.  Now, after striking out at the Pushkin, he was putting all his hopes in the Hermitage, where most of the trophy art ended up after the war.  If they couldn’t get help here, Beth’s underground contacts would be all that’s left.
 
   A slender reed, Lyon thought.  Hopefully this isn’t the end.
 
   Soon a tall man appeared and introduced himself as Andrei Kovalenko, assistant museum director.  He was bald and wore big red glasses that looked odd with his drab gray suit.  Beth looked surprised for a moment that someone had actually agreed to speak to her.
 
   “Oh, hi,” she said, extending her hand.  “Beth Krasner.  Sorry—do you speak English?”
 
   “Of course,” Kovalenko replied.  He had an open, friendly face that soon turned to stone as Beth explained her true purpose for speaking with him.
 
   “We have completed a full inventory which you may visit on the lostart.ru web page.  There’s nothing more I can do.  I’m sorry.”
 
   “We’d just like to talk to one of your curators,” Beth pleaded.  “Perhaps one that knows your French collection.  Maybe they’ve seen the Manet we’re looking for, maybe they’ve seen a record from the Trophy Brigades …”
 
   “We have over two million items in our collection,” Kovalenko replied.  “No one can possibly remember them all.  Such a conversation would serve no purpose.  Good luck to you.”
 
   He turned and walked off.
 
   Lyon shook his head.
 
   “Okay, well … that was, what five minutes?” he said.  “I take it he’s not one of the people you were talking about?  The museum people working behind the scenes to help heirs find their family’s property?”
 
   “Nope,” Beth replied, looking deflated.
 
   “So … we’ve tried going through the front door twice, now I think it’s time we go in the back door.  Time to meet with your secret sources?”  Lyon asked.  “Otherwise, that’s it, we should just go home.”
 
   “Yes,” Beth answered.  “But, we’re here … we might as well look at some art.”  
 
   She grabbed an English visitor’s guide from the information desk and opened it up.
 
   “Come on,” she said, pulling on Lyon’s sleeve.  “There’s something I want to show you.”
 
   They made their way up to the third floor, where the ornate decorations disappeared and the plain white walls looked more like a normal art museum and less like a palace.  Beth consulted the visitors guide and took them to a room full of French Impressionist paintings.
 
    As crowded as the main entrance was downstairs, the Hermitage was so big that there were only a few people in the room.  Security was also very light—after a few minutes, Lyon and Beth were alone.  Beth scanned the walls.
 
   “There,” she said.  “See that painting?  It’s one of his lesser works and his style is not so obvious, but see if you can guess the artist.”
 
   Lyon looked at the painting, a portrait of a woman in a fur-trimmed coat, but drew a blank.  He shrugged and moved closer to read the plaque.
 
   “Ha!” he exclaimed.  “Édouard Manet, Portrait of Mademoiselle Isabelle Lemonnier.”
 
   “Formerly in a private German collection,” Beth said.  “Taken by the Russians.” 
 
   “Now look over here,” she said, leading Lyon to the other end of the room.   They were in front of a painting hanging on the wall that was roughly three feet by four feet.  “Degas.  Place de la Concorde.”
 
   Lyon took a closer look.  The painting’s subject was explained by the alternate title on its plaque: ‘Viscount Lepic and his Daughters Crossing the Place de la Concorde’.  A bearded man in a black top-hat was captured mid-stride as he crossed the great Parisian square, his two daughters and their dog with him, though they appeared to be going nowhere in particular.  The open space of the Place de la Concorde was painted in gold as if the stones were reflecting a sunset.  It looked to Lyon like it was a photograph that had been painted instead of captured on film—a candid painting if there was such a thing.
 
   “Nice,” Lyon said.
 
   “Yes, but the story behind it is why I wanted to show it to you,” Beth said.  “For years, this painting was believed lost—possibly destroyed during World War Two.  Then, with all the publicity surrounding trophy art after the fall of the Soviet Union, it re-appeared—here, in the collection of the Hermitage.  It had been hidden for decades and even the scholars at the museum didn’t know it was here.  It was once part of a private German collection, then the Russians took it.  Now they’ve nationalized it and it’s part of the permanent collection here.”
 
   “Unbelievable,” Lyon replied.  “It’s just hanging on the wall like it has every reason to be here.”
 
   “See that stone wall in the background, behind Lepic and his daughters?” Beth said.  “Beyond that is the Tuileries Garden.  You can’t see it through the trees that Degas has painted, but the Jeu de Paume museum is back there.”
 
   Lyon shook his head and chuckled.
 
   “So, here’s a painting from a German collection … that was taken during the war by the Russians … that’s a picture of the spot where the Nazis stole art from the French?” Lyon asked.
 
   “Pretty much,” Beth replied.
 
   “Crazy,” Lyon replied.  “It’s like everything is connected.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   After spending a few hours in the museum as tourists, Lyon and Beth walked down Nevsky Prospekt, St. Petersburg’s main thoroughfare off of Palace Square.  Tourists, shoppers, street performers and merchants lined the wide avenue, many of them making preparations for Victory Day.  As they came to the Green Bridge crossing the Moyka River, Beth stopped and pulled out her phone.
 
   “One sec, let me send a text to my source,” she said, tapping at the screen.  “He’s here in St. Petersburg—I’ll see if he can meet us tonight.”
 
   While he waited, Lyon looked down at the river, which curved around central St. Petersburg on either side of Nevsky Prospekt, making an island of that part of the city.  Long boats full of tourists slipped under the bridge, their cameras pointed up at the green cast iron railing and street lamps that gave the bridge its name.
 
   Beth put her phone back in her purse and they walked on.
 
   “You know, I wasn’t so sure about this trip, but I think it’s turning out okay,” she said.
 
   Lyon shot her a quizzical look.
 
   “How do you figure?” he asked.  “We got shot down in the two museums that we know have trophy art.  Unless your source can pull a rabbit out of a hat, I think we’re toast.”
 
   “Oh, that … yeah,” she replied.  “But I was talking about me traveling halfway around the world with a man I just met.  I had to lie to my parents and my friends about traveling to Russia.  I told them all I was coming alone for my story.  No way any of them would have been okay with me coming here with you.  No offense.”
 
   “Uh … none taken, I guess.”
 
   “Other than you drowning me in vodka last night, you’ve been a perfect gentlemen,”  Beth said.
 
   Lyon said nothing, pretending to be interested in a kvass vendor hawking his yellowish drink on the side of the road.
 
   Beth gave him a little shove, just enough to knock him off balance.
 
   “So, what’s wrong with you?” she asked.
 
   “What’s wrong with me?” Lyon asked with an incredulous look.  “Real nice.”
 
   “Oh, settle down,” she replied.  “Don’t act so indignant.  Last night I could have sworn you were trying to get me drunk … well, you did get me drunk … and then when we get back to the hotel, you just go off to your room without a word.  Let’s just say that was not what I was expecting of a guy who’s recently divorced.  I’ve been to enough bars in DC to know how recently divorced guys act.”
 
   “Not divorced—separated,” Lyon corrected her.  “It’s complicated.”
 
   “I know.  You said that once before.  What’s complicated about it?”
 
   “It’s only been a few months,” he replied  “I don’t know what’s going to happen.  She’s living in the house, I’m not.  We haven’t really spoken since I moved out.”
 
   “Yeah, well, kind of hard to know what’s going to happen if you’re not talking.  You have kids?”
 
   “Just one.”
 
   “Boy? Girl?” Beth prompted.  “This kid have a name?”
 
   “Megan,” Lyon replied.
 
   “That’s a nice name,” Beth said.  “I had a friend growing up named Megan.  How old is she?”
 
   Lyon didn’t answer right away.  This conversation wasn’t going anywhere good, but there was nothing he could do about it now.
 
   “I guess I’ll say she’s going to be seventeen forever.”
 
   Beth gave him a confused look.
 
   “She died last summer,” he said.  “Car accident.”
 
   “Oh my God,” Beth said, her hands going to her mouth.  “David, I’m so sorry … I didn’t know … I mean, I wouldn’t have asked if I’d known.”
 
   “It’s alright,” Lyon replied.  “You couldn’t have known.  Anyway, things were obviously very bad for me and Sarah.  One thing led to another and then I moved out.”
 
   “That’s terrible.”
 
   “Yep.”
 
   They walked in silence until they reached the Ekaterininsky Garden.
 
   “So, is that why you’re on this hunt for your mother’s painting?  Maybe you can make something good happen for your family?” Beth asked.
 
   “Probably,” Lyon answered, then stopped himself.  There was something about Beth and something about this conversation that made him want to tell the truth.  “Honestly, my mother has Alzheimer’s and I don’t think she would know the difference if I found it or not.  In fact, she doesn’t know I’m doing this and she asked me not to when I found out about the painting.”
 
   “Then why are you doing it?”
 
   Lyon shrugged.
 
   “Something do to … having a mid-life crisis adventure, I don’t know,” he said.  “Then again, if I can find my mother’s painting and it turns out to be real, it could be worth millions at auction.”
 
   “Definitely worth millions, no ‘probably’ about it,” Beth said.
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   Beth stopped walking and turned to face Lyon.
 
   “If you had told me at the beginning that you were just in this for the money, just looking to sell the painting, I wouldn’t have helped you,” she said.  “But I don’t believe that’s why you’re doing it.”
 
   Her phone beeped and she took it out to look at the screen.
 
   “That’s Sasha.  He says there’s a hotel across from Ploschad Plobedy—what the hell is that?  We should meet him in the lobby bar in an hour.”
 
   Lyon pulled out his own phone and opened a web browser.  He looked at Beth’s phone for the spelling, typed ‘Ploschad Plobedy’ into a search engine and scanned the results.
 
   “Well, that’s appropriate,” he said, holding up his phone so Beth could read the screen.
 
   It was Russian for Victory Square.
 
   “I’m sensing a recurring theme,” he said.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   A quick taxi ride later, and they found themselves with some time to kill before meeting Beth’s source.  From the street, Victory Square was just a large oval roundabout, but it was the inside of the oval that was impossible to miss.  Lyon asked the driver to slow down and make a few passes through the roundabout so they could get a better look.  What had caught Lyon’s eye was a towering granite obelisk that rose from the center of an open-air war memorial: the Monument to the Heroic Defenders of Leningrad.
 
   At one end was a broken granite ring that led to an underground area.  From the street, it was hard to see into, but Lyon could see flowers and flags being set up for Victory Day celebrations.  He could also see flames inside from wall-mounted torches.  At the opposite end, there were several groups of bronze sculptures, depicting different heroes of the Nazi’s 900-day siege of the city.  One group showed soldiers holding up their rifles, waving a flag and pointing their bayonets.  Another was of civilians carrying a steel beam to build the city’s defenses.  A third depicted women tending to the dead and wounded.  The one that Lyon found most striking was the one of armed civilians, men and women, that looked like they had stepped right off the field of battle, rifles and grenades at the ready.
 
   “Can’t say I’ve ever seen a war memorial that looked so … warlike before,” Beth said.
 
   “My thoughts exactly,” Lyon replied.  He pointed at the hotel and told the driver he could drop them off now.
 
   I hope this Sasha guy hasn’t chosen our meeting place to send a not-so-subtle message, Lyon thought.  It seems like Russians aren’t too pleased to be talking about what the Trophy Brigades did, least of all now as they’re getting ready for Victory Day.  If Beth’s supposed source has the same attitude as the other museum people we’ve talked to, that’ll be the end of it.  Time to forget about the Manet and go home.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Inside the hotel, there was a wood-paneled bar off the lobby with red-shaded lamps hanging from the ceiling.  Several solitary drinkers sat at the long oak bar that ran down one side.  Lyon found a seat away from the others and pulled out a chair for Beth.
 
   “Oh, God, no.  No more,” she moaned as she sat down, putting her phone facedown on the bar.  The bartender came over and she made an ‘X’ with her fingers like she was warding off a vampire.  “Ginger ale, please.”
 
   Behind the bar were a dozen or so large glass urns, each filled with a clear liquid and different fruits, herbs or vegetables.
 
   “Vodka?” Lyon asked, pointing to the urns.
 
   The bartender nodded.  He rattled off the contents, placing his hand on top of each urn.  His English was heavily accented, so Lyon ordered one of the two or three he understood—dill.  The bartender placed a small carafe of the infused vodka and a shot glass in front of Lyon and filled the glass halfway.  Lyon took a sip.
 
   “Mmm.  Damn that’s good,” he said.
 
   “I can’t believe you’re drinking after last night,” Beth said.  Lyon shrugged and took another sip.
 
   Beth looked around the bar.
 
   “I’ve never actually met Sasha, so I don’t know if he’s already here or what.  I’m hoping he’ll recognize me,” she said.
 
   Lyon gave the vodka in its carafe a swirl and watched the tiny leaves of dill settle on the bottom.
 
   “I wouldn’t worry about it,” he said.  “Let’s just say that you’re very recognizable.”
 
   Beth punched him the shoulder.
 
   “Ow!” he exclaimed, giving her an angry look.  The same damn spot every time.
 
   Beth’s phone beeped.  She turned it over and read the new text message, holding it so Lyon could see.
 
    
 
   I’m here.
 
    
 
   They both looked around, trying to figure out which one could be Sasha.  It wasn’t until after he’d scrutinized every person sitting at the bar that Lyon noticed the man standing in the doorway of the bar, holding up his phone.
 
   He was tall and wore black jeans and a black leather racer jacket with the zipper pulled all the way up.  His blond hair was pulled back into a ponytail and he had a mustache, which Lyon thought was odd considering he looked like he was no more than twenty-five.
 
   Then again, maybe I’m just out of touch with the trends, he thought.
 
   Beth noticed him and gave an uncertain wave.  The man waved back and walked over to the bar.
 
   “Zdrastvooyte, Elizabeth,” he said, extending his hand to Beth.  Lyon noticed that he had a ring on every finger.  “Sasha.”
 
   “I have to say, Sasha,” Lyon said.  “You don’t look like any of the curators or museum directors that I’ve seen.”
 
   Sasha and Beth shared a look.  Beth laughed.
 
   “Um, yeah,” she said.  “That’s because Sasha is a … special art consultant?  I’m searching for the right euphemism here.  Sasha, what do you call yourself?”
 
   Sasha broke into a broad smile full of perfect teeth.
 
   “I am art thief, Elizabeth,” he said.
 
   Sasha and Beth laughed at the confused look on Lyon’s face.
 
   “So your Deep Throat here isn’t someone who works in a museum, he’s an art thief?” he asked Beth.  “Someone who steals art is helping you report on stolen art?”
 
   “Not exactly,” she answered.  “Sasha does work for a museum, just not in the capacity you expect.”
 
   “I am heating and air conditioning technician at the Hermitage,” Sasha explained.  “Very important for artworks to be kept at constant temperature and humidity.”
 
   “Where does stealing art fit in?” Lyon asked, still confused.
 
   Sasha sat down and ordered a carafe of vodka that looked like it was infused with cloves of garlic.
 
   “Hermitage has less than five percent of their collection on display,” Sasha explained.  “The rest are in storage.  There are many people who would pay for what’s in storage.  I provide this service to them.”
 
   Lyon looked at Sasha’s clothes.
 
   “I guess that explains the all-black outfit.”
 
   Sasha laughed.  “No, it’s just fashion.  Most art thefts are what you call an ‘inside job.’  I don’t climb down a rope from the skylight.  I just use my key.  Before Hermitage, I worked for Moscow Museum of Modern Art, State Literary Museum and Pushkin.”
 
   “Artworks missing from Russian museums is not a new story,” Beth said.  “Since the fall of the Soviet Union, there are many oligarchs who have come by their collections this way.  There have also been many simple crimes of opportunity by people working in museums—taking their work home with them you might say—and selling on the open market.”
 
   Sasha held up his hands in mock indignation. 
 
   “Please, don’t call it crime.”
 
   “Sasha is different,” Beth continued.  “I found out about him when I was searching for someone from a museum that would talk to me on the record.  Two people referred me to Sasha.  If there is an artwork in his museum that, let’s say … doesn’t belong there, he can get it.”
 
   “For a fee,” Sasha added.
 
   “For a fee,” Lyon repeated.  “Okay, how much?”
 
   Sasha shrugged.  “It depends.  How hard is it to find?  How big? How famous?  Will it be missed?  Those sorts of questions.”
 
   “Okay … ,” Lyon said again with an edge to his voice.  “How much?”
 
   “Five thousand, ten thousand, fifty thousand,” Sasha replied.  “It depends.”
 
   Lyon refilled his glass, drained it and filled it again.
 
   “Sasha is having fun with you,” Beth said.  “He’s going to help us for free.”
 
   “Free for Elisabeth,” Sasha said.  “You are her friend, so free for you, too.”
 
   “Plus it’s unethical for a journalist to pay a source, which I already told him,” Beth added.
 
   “Stupid rule,” Sasha said, shrugging.  “But Elisabeth is going to make me famous instead, when she writes her article.  I think she should call me ‘Robin Hood of Art Museums.’ ”
 
   “We’ll see,” Beth replied, punching him in the shoulder.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Over more vodka and several zakuski plates, Sasha explained what he could and couldn’t do to help.  Beth had sent him the details of the Manet, but he couldn’t find any references to it at the Hermitage.  That didn’t mean it wasn’t there, it just meant that if it was there, it could take months or years to find it among the millions of objects in the museum’s collection.  For a no-charge job, Sasha couldn’t devote all his time to searching for one painting.  The best he could commit to was keeping an eye out for it when he was busy looking for other works.
 
   “I understand,” Lyon said, feeling deflated as well as a little drunk.  He took another bite of a mushroom-filled pirozhki, hoping the bread would soak up the vodka in his stomach.    
 
   “Unfortunately, I think that’s your best bet,” Beth said.  “We’re at a dead end, but if the Russians have your mother’s painting, Sasha should be able to find it.”
 
   Sasha gave them a mischievous smile.
 
   “I have been saving best for last,” he said.  “Would you like to hear it now?”
 
   Lyon couldn’t decide if Sasha was a daring hero or someone who needed to be punched in the mouth.  Maybe both.
 
   Lyon nodded.
 
   “There is a better place to look,” Sasha explained.  “Your mother’s painting may be at the Hermitage, may be at Pushkin, but you will never find it among millions of objects.  Where you need to look is a place called Sergeyev Posad, near Moscow.”
 
   “I’ve never heard of it,” Beth said.
 
   “It used to be called Zagorsk in Soviet days,” Sasha said, looking at Beth and waiting for her to catch on to what he was suggesting.
 
   Beth frowned, thinking.  After a moment she slapped the bar.
 
   “Of course!” she exclaimed.  “The Art Gulag!”
 
   Beth explained that with the volume of objects the Trophy Brigades were sending to Moscow, museums and other repositories quickly ran out of room and began to search for overflow sites.  The Pushkin Museum selected a monastery about forty miles outside Moscow—the Trinity Lavra of St. Sergius.  Declared a museum by the Soviet government after the revolution, it had conditions that were almost as good as any other art museum, making it a logical choice to contain the thousands of objects coming in from the front.
 
   “Then after the war,” Beth continued.  “When there was a purge of ‘ideologically harmful’ and ‘degenerate’ art—sound familiar?—they used St. Sergius as a place to store undesirable works.  After Stalin was denounced by Khrushchev, portraits and sculptures depicting Stalin were sent to be stored there.  Then after Khrushchev, his portraits and paintings followed.  Then Brezhnev’s.  Sort of comical, really.  You can’t airbrush someone out of a painting, so you just sent the painting away.  To a gulag for art.  It’s existence was a secret until the mid-Nineties.  Much of the art stored there has since gone on to other museums, but we don’t know how much is still there.” 
 
   “Bizarre,” Lyon said.
 
   “It is,” Beth agreed.  She turned to Sasha.  “While it’s definitely one more place to look, what makes you think the Manet is there?”
 
   “Nothing,” Sasha replied.  “Maybe it is there, maybe not.  What is there, I do know.  I saw myself.”
 
   “What?” Beth and Lyon asked at the same time.
 
   “All of the records of the Trophy Brigades—their lists, diaries, shipping records … everything.”
 
   Lyon could see Beth’s eyes light up at the thought of getting her hands on those archives.  He didn’t know whether to feel dread at the thought of sifting through more musty old papers or hope that it might finally give him an answer.
 
   Sasha laughed.  “Now will you call me ‘Robin Hood’ in your article?”
 
   “I will if you get me those records,” Beth replied.  “Can you?  I mean, it’s not like a regular museum where we can walk in an ask —”
 
   “— not that we’ve had any success doing that,” Lyon interrupted.
 
   “— and you don’t work there.  Do you have someone inside?”
 
   “I do know one or two people there, yes,” Sasha said.  “But I did some work there two years ago when their heating system broke down so I can tell you that getting in will not be a problem.  It is getting all of the records out that will be a problem.  There are many, many boxes.  I would not risk multiple trips—I would have to take it all at once to do you any good.  I cannot guess which boxes have what you want.”
 
   “That’s easy,” Beth said with a laugh.  “I want it all, Sasha!”
 
   Lyon refilled his glass, but then thought better of drinking it.  His head was already swimming.
 
   “There’s three of us—isn’t that enough?” he asked.
 
   Beth shot him the same you’re crazy look she gave him when he first suggested they come to Russia.
 
   “Elizabeth, I think your friend wants to be Robin Hood, too,” Sasha said.
 
   Lyon shook his head.
 
   “You said yourself that you’re not rappelling down through the skylight,” he said.  “If you really are just walking in the door, we can follow you in and help you look.  What are we looking for—a few pieces of paper?”
 
   “Yes,” Beth answered.  “Probably only a few documents, but Sasha is a professional.  He even has a plausible reason for being in these museums.  If we get caught, we will be in big, big trouble.”
 
   Lyon felt the vodka making his decisions for him.
 
   “Sasha, will we get caught?” he asked.
 
   The Russian poured himself another shot, clinked his glass to Lyon’s and drained it.
 
   “We will not.” 
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   Cotta, Germany
 
   May, 1945
 
    
 
   The convoy of Moscow-made ZIS-5 trucks rumbled down a dirt road, kicking up a cloud of dust that rose into close-packed trees.  Natalia Zharova, riding in the cramped, boxy cab with her SMERSH driver, watched the lead truck pull into a clearing ahead.  They were entering a sandstone quarry which looked like it hadn’t been in operation since well before the war.  A drooping crane sat next to several rusted quarry tubs full of weathered stone blocks—the Cotta sandstone that had been quarried here for hundreds of years.  Zharova recognized the tan stone from the many wrecked buildings in Dresden where it had been used for walls, doorways and decorations, including the bombed-out Frauenkirche.  Much of the rubble in the streets was Cotta sandstone.
 
   The lead truck, carrying Lt. Col. Veselovsky and Hermann Voss turned into the woods.  Zharova  knew that Veselovsky didn’t speak German or French, so there was no possibility of communicating with Voss.  Taking the former Dresden Gallery director with him was nothing more than a power play against Zharova.  If she had ridden with Voss, she could have gotten more information out of him, a possibility Veselovsky could not permit.
 
   The convoy pulled up to a small overgrown clearing in the woods with a sandstone outcropping like a wall on one end.  Covered in moss, ferns and vines, the stone blended into the dark woods.  This area had not been quarried, and the sandstone was unremarkable but for the small, square hole cut into the face of it.  The hole, barely tall enough for a man to walk in, had the look of an abandoned tunnel carved into the rock by ancient hands.  When Voss had told her that the artworks of the Dresden Gallery were safe in quarry tunnels, Zharova had pictured a modern mining operation, but Veselovsky and Voss got out of their truck and walked over to the entrance.  This was the place.
 
   Zharova ordered the SMERSH driver to stop the truck and she jumped out.  As the rest of the convoy came to a stop behind her, thirty to forty men filled the clearing, many with PPSh-41—‘Pepesha’—submachine guns at the ready.  Veselovsky waited by the square tunnel entrance, his pistol pointed at Voss.
 
   “Ask him to confirm that this is the correct tunnel,” Veselovsky said.  “It looks like this hole in the ground hasn’t been used in a thousand years.  Look, the entrance is overgrown with vines.  He’s lying.”
 
   Zharova doubted that Veselovsky knew how to fire the weapon he was threatening Voss with, but she decided to use the fear in the German’s eyes to her advantage.
 
   “This is where the priceless treasures of the Dresden Gallery are stored?” she asked in French.  “It does not seem possible.”
 
   “Yes!” Voss replied.  “I supervised their removal myself.”
 
   Zharova noticed that something didn’t seem right about the tunnel entrance.  It was the vines—the ones covering the entrance were dead, unlike the green ones trailing down the face of the outcropping.  She also noticed that the moss-covered wooden door had new steel hinges and a shiny brass lock.  The entrance was camouflaged.  Her heart began pounding. Voss might be telling the truth. 
 
   “What did he say?” Veselovsky added.  “If the paintings are not here, where are they?”
 
   Zharova didn’t answer.  She looked again at the entrance.  This time she saw a black wire coming out of a bottom corner of the tunnel entrance and running along the ground, into the trees.  It looked new.
 
   That has to be an electrical wire.  A tunnel with a camouflaged entrance with electricity.  This is it.
 
   Zharova relished Veselovsky’s doubt for another moment and then ordered Voss to open the door.
 
   The German looked down at Veselovsky’s gun and walked backwards, away from him.  Zharova followed him and looked over his shoulder as Voss pulled the vines aside and moved some brush leaning against the door.  Veselovsky still hadn’t realized that the tunnel had been recently sealed.  He stood watching Voss, shaking his head in disgust.
 
   Idiot, Zharova thought.
 
   Voss produced a key from his pants pocket and unlocked the door.  Zharova pushed him aside and pulled on the wooden door handle.  The door swung open smoothly on its hinges, revealing a new steel doorframe bolted into the rock.  Beyond the doorway there was only darkness.  If that black wire was indeed an electrical wire, the power was no longer flowing to the lightbulbs strung from the tunnel ceiling.  Now, even Veselovsky realized this was no abandoned tunnel.
 
   “Move aside! Move aside!” Veselovsky yelled as he ran to the tunnel entrance.  He squeezed past Zharova and switched on his flashlight.
 
   The floor of the tunnel had narrow gauge railway track leading off into the darkness.  Veselovsky’s flashlight cast a beam down the length of the track until it turned to the right as the tunnel went deeper into the rock.
 
   Zharova followed him as he walked in.  Rumors of the German Werewolf units, guerrilla forces left behind enemy lines with explosives and weapons, came to her mind but she forced them down.  Still, she let Veselovsky get a few paces ahead of her.
 
   At the bend in the tunnel, they came to a mining cart on the tracks, blocking the way.  It contained a single wooden crate with a thermometer attached to the side.  As Veselovsky shined his flashlight on the crate, Zharova noticed that the top was unusual.  Rather than simple boards nailed to the top, it was made of a frame that held two sections inside—like the sliding top of an extendable table.  In the dim light, Zharova could see Veselovsky’s eyes grow wider.
 
   “Help me with this, Natalia,” he said, pulling the cart down the track toward the entrance.
 
   They dragged the metal cart, rusty wheels squeaking, and stopped at the end of the tracks.  Several dour SMERSH men stood at the doorway, waiting with their Pepeshas slung over their shoulders.  Another two held Voss under guard in a truck.
 
   Veselovsky ordered the men to lift the crate out of the cart and place it on the ground.  They did it easily—the crate was large and unwieldily, but not heavy.
 
   Zharova removed her combat knife from its sheath and inserted the tip between the two halves of the crate lid.
 
   “Gently, gently,” Veselovsky pleaded.
 
   Zharova slowly levered the knife until the two boards slid apart enough that they could be grasped on either end of the frame.  She pulled on the edge of one board and Veselovsky took the other.  They slid apart without much effort.
 
    At the first sight of gold leaf sparkling in the sunlight, Veselovsky let out a yell.
 
   “I’ve found it!  The Dresden Gallery is here!”
 
   He ordered the SMERSH men and the other soldiers into the tunnels and told them to load every object they could find onto the trucks.
 
   Zharova ignored him and examined the gold museum frame.  Paper was stuck to the face of the frame so she couldn’t see the painting it held, but the unique design of the crate, its large size and special position in the tunnel made Zharova suspect it was something special.
 
   Could it be her? she wondered.  Was she waiting for me right out front?
 
   There were four holes drilled into the frame across the top.  The wood inside the holes looked bright, so they were probably fresh, likely drilled just prior to packing.
 
   “Look … pegs,” Veselovsky said, startling Zharova.  She hadn’t realized he was still standing next to her.
 
   A strip of canvas was nailed to the inside of the crate with four loops, each holding a wooden dowel.  Zharova took one and inserted it into a hole.  It fit.  She called two soldiers over and put all four pegs into the frame.  She, Veselovsky and the two soldiers each grabbed a peg and lifted the painting out of the crate.  As they lowered it to the ground, Zharova took a corner of parchment paper and carefully peeled it from the frame.  
 
   As soon as she saw the green paint of the curtains at the top of the canvas, she knew.
 
   “It’s her,” she whispered.  Removing the paper, the rest of the painting came into view.  The Virgin standing on clouds, the Christ Child in her arms, with Saint Barbara and Saint Sixtus on either side.  The two winged cherubs at the bottom of the canvas, painted as if they were leaning on the frame.  Here in this clearing, a short distance from the devastation of Dresden, produced from a hole in the sandstone, she held in her hands the four-hundred-year-old masterpiece by Raphael.
 
   “Quick!” Veselovsky yelled.  “Who has a radio?  Send a message to Marshal Konev himself!  Tell him I have found the Sistine Madonna!”
 
   Zharova knew better than to touch the canvas, but she couldn’t help herself.  She ran her thumb lightly across the very edge of the canvas, feeling the minute brushstrokes preserved on the surface.  She felt connected through time to Raphael, who once also held this canvas, brush in hand.  The Sistine Madonna, commissioned by Pope Julius II in the 16th century, was an icon of realism to Zharova and many other Russians.  
 
   While Zharova had only ever seen photographs and reproductions—having never visited Dresden until now—it was a major influence on her own painting.  She thought of it often when she painted in the officially-sanctioned Socialist Realism style, for which she had recently been awarded the honorific ‘People’s Artist of the Soviet Union.’  For her, it was always the concerned look on Mary’s face, as if she anticipated the Crucifixion, that inspired.  To paint the human form so perfectly was one thing, to capture such delicate emotion with the brush was quite another.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The large crew of SMERSH and regular Trophy Brigade troops made quick work of the quarry tunnels.  Over four hundred paintings were found, including Rembrandt’s Ganymede, Watteau and Canaletto landscapes, Titian’s Young Woman in White, and Ruben’s Diana.  Zharova gave up trying to take an inventory on-site—there were too many workers, trucks and crates to keep track of.  An inventory would have to wait until the works were all at the collecting point they had established at Pillnitz Castle in anticipation of this day.  She could only imagine how insufferable Veselovsky was going to be at Pillnitz.
 
   It’s going to be like the Hermitage all over again, she mused.  Maybe he’ll be too busy to bother me—he’ll be off telling the generals how he saved the Dresden Gallery and the Sistine Madonna.   
 
   For now, she took a green bound book from her map case.  It was blank—she had been waiting for her first discovery to start keeping a record of her time in Germany.  Opening it up on the hood of a ZIS-5, she began to write.
 
   After a few minutes, she sensed someone standing next to her.  It was Veselovsky.
 
   “Keeping a diary, eh?” he asked with a smirk.  Zharova didn’t answer.  “That’s the last of it. Thanks to Comrade Stalin we have more than enough men and materiel to save these works from the German-fascist barbarians.  He has already declared this find as being of state importance.  Soon these paintings will be on a train to Moscow!”
 
   “But first we will want an inventory, won’t we?”  Zharova asked.  “As soon as we get to Pillnitz, I can get right to work on it.”  
 
   She felt like she was asking permission and hated it.  Veselovsky shook his head.
 
   “No need.  I’ll select the best works to be sent back to the Pushkin and the Hermitage.  The rest can be crated up and they can deal with it in Moscow.  I have a special job for you, Natalia.”
 
   Zharova could feel what was coming, and it wasn’t good.
 
   “The Americans found a mine west of here in a place called Merkers, in Thuringia,” Veselovsky said.  “It is in our zone, but the Americans stole all the gold along with some few pieces of art.  It is a very large complex and I think it’s unlikely the Americans found everything—certainly the capitalists stopped looking after they found the gold.  You are to go to Merkers and find what the Americans could not.”
 
   You mean I am to go to Merkers to get out of your way.  You want to avoid having me around to complicate your story to Moscow, she thought.
 
   “You may take this truck after it has been unloaded at Pillnitz,” Veselovsky said, waving his hand like an aristocrat dispensing favors.  “I should think two SMERSH men and one of our regular Red Army soldiers should suffice.”
 
   “Yes, Comrade Colonel,” she replied, forcing an even tone.
 
   Zharova tried to remind herself that she didn’t care about the politics— all she cared about was finding art and sending it safely back to Moscow.  It wasn’t so much losing this battle that irked her, it was that she hated seeing Veselovsky win.
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   Moscow, Russia
 
    
 
   Lyon kept his promise to go first class.  At the Ritz Carlton on Tverskaya Street, around the corner from Red Square and the Kremlin, he got a suite for each of them.  Beth’s room was next to his, but the desk clerk wasn’t able to get Sasha a room on the same floor.  At least, that’s what Lyon told them.  Now, they were in Lyon’s suite, preparing for the break-in at the St. Sergius monastery.  Lyon sat at the desk mixing himself another bourbon and Coke from the minibar while Beth and Sasha looked over a map of the monastery on the coffee table.  
 
   “Stop calling it a break-in, please,” Sasha told Lyon.  “This is not a movie.  We are not breaking anything.  Think of it as visiting a museum after hours.”
 
   “Okay, okay,” Lyon replied, laughing inwardly.
 
   “Have I mentioned lately that I think this is a bad idea?” Beth asked.
 
   “Not in the last few hours, so thanks for reminding us,” Lyon replied.  Swiveling the chair to face the window, he enjoyed the view of St. Basil’s brightly colored onion domes, lit by spotlights.  Lyon checked his watch—it was nearly 10 p.m.  They should be leaving soon.
 
   “Everyone is clear on our plan?” Sasha asked.
 
   “Yep,” Lyon replied, taking a sip of his drink while still enjoying the view.
 
   “You seem a little too nonchalant about this, David,” Beth pointed out.
 
   Lyon turned to face them.
 
   “We’ve been staring at that hand drawn map of Sasha’s for three days now,” he replied.  “We’re only going into one building—the Beer Tower—and one room of one building, at that.  If we find what we need in the records room and still have time, we can go looking for paintings in storage, but I’m okay if all we get is the records and I know you are, too, Beth.  That archive is your ticket to a big time story, and I want you to have it.  If the records don’t pan out for me, then I’m back to the plan of having Sasha check periodically for my mother’s painting.  If that’s the case—I’m on the next flight out of here.”
 
   Beth gave him a long look before shrugging.
 
   Sasha checked his watch.  “Time to go,” he said, getting up and grabbing his backpack.
 
   Beth pointed to Lyon’s drink.
 
   “How many of those have you had?” she asked.
 
   Lyon didn’t like being questioned.
 
   “More than enough, less than too much,” he answered.  “Besides, Sasha’s my designated driver.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sasha drove northeast out of Moscow, barreling down the four lane highway to Sergiyev Posad.  It was a harrowing hour in the BMW M3 as they rocketed through the dark Russian countryside, fir and birch trees speeding by in a blur.  Sasha had a dashboard camera, as did most Russians, and after only a few minutes on the road, Lyon understood why.  With the aggressive driving of nearly everyone, Lyon guessed that car insurance must cost a fortune here.
 
   The main road into the town of Sergiyev Posad was dark and deserted, but the Holy Trinity-St. Sergius Lavra was well lit as they approached it on the left.  Sasha had prepared them to expect that, after seven hundred years, the St. Sergius complex was still the central institution of Russian Orthodoxy and was staffed and busy at all times.  This was good and bad.  There would be priests and monks walking around, even close to midnight, so they would probably be spotted.  However, because it was a busy religious site and a museum, laypeople walking around wouldn’t attract undue attention.
 
   Sasha pulled off the road and parked less than a hundred yards from the outer wall of St. Sergius.  Lyon got out of the car and looked at their destination.  It was like a white Kremlin, its outer walls like a fortification surrounding a few small buildings with bell towers and staggered onion domes.  Several of the domes were gold, others were sky blue with gold stars painted on them.  Like a medieval fortress, it had twelve white towers here and there along the all-white stone wall.  Some of them were as high as four or five stories and all had narrow windows like arrow-slits.
 
   The three of them, each with a backpack containing a folded duffle bag, walked to the Beer Tower, a short, square structure on the west side of the wall.  To enter the monastery, they had to walk across a field and around the edge of a small pond to get to the Water Gate at the southwest corner.  Inside, it was quiet and full of shadows, but there were the sounds of activity.  Muffled singing came from one of the churches and they could hear footsteps on the stone walkways.  Following Sasha’s instructions, Lyon and Beth did their best to look as if they belonged there.  Lyon wished he’d had one more drink before leaving—his adrenaline was flowing now.
 
   Sasha led them to the Beer Tower, off to the left.  Lyon guessed that its name was literal—a place to store beer—given its plain appearance compared to the soaring, gilt structures of the monastery’s cathedral and rectories.  The tower door was heavy and wooden with iron strap hinges.  Sasha knocked on the door, whistling like a worker showing up for his shift.
 
   What the hell is he knocking for? Lyon wondered.  I thought we were supposed to be keeping this quiet.
 
   He heard the loud clank of a key in an ancient lock before the door opened, revealing a uniformed guard standing there. 
 
   “Oh shit,” Lyon exclaimed and was about to turn and run when he heard the guard laugh.
 
   The guard embraced Sasha.  The two men spoke quietly in Russian and then Sasha took off his backpack, producing a bottle of Russkiy Standart vodka and a six pack of Belgian ale.  He handed them to the guard and then motioned for Lyon and Beth to follow him.  
 
   Inside, a white plastered hallway was lit by bare fluorescent bars on the ceiling.  Lyon held the door open for Beth and she followed Sasha inside.  As they passed the guard, he smiled at them and nodded.  Lyon noticed that, though he was a young man, he was missing several teeth. The guard locked the door behind them and Lyon saw that he wore a holster on his belt.  It was empty.
 
   “I don’t appreciate the surprise,” Lyon said in a stage whisper.
 
   “Everything is fine,” Sasha replied, and they walked on.
 
   Lyon tapped Beth on the shoulder and gave her a what the hell look.
 
   Sasha pointed to rooms off the hallway.
 
   “First floor is furniture, arms and armor.  Third floor is textiles, tapestries and porcelain.  We are going to second floor—paintings and Trophy Brigades archive.  Stairs are here, follow me.”
 
   The stairwell at the end of the hallway was in darkness, as was the rest of the Beer Tower.  They each produced a small LED flashlight from their backpacks and climbed the steps.
 
   Walking out onto the second floor, Lyon could tell they were in a building that was at least three hundred years old.  Heavy wooden beams crossed the ceilings, with rough-hewn boards making up the floor and the ceiling above.  In the beam of his flashlight, the outer stone walls gleamed white.
 
   “Keep your light pointed down!” Sasha hissed.  “It will be seen in the windows!”
 
   Lyon doubted that—the windows were hardly more than arrow slits.
 
   “I thought this wasn’t a break-in, just an after-hours visit?” he asked.  “What are you worried about?”
 
   “I think this is where I’m supposed to say ‘I have a bad feeling about this’,” Beth muttered.
 
   Sasha shook his head.
 
   “Everything is fine, everything is fine,” he replied, sweeping his flashlight in an arc across the floor.  Lyon could see wooden crates and cardboard boxes stacked in perfect piles all around the square room.
 
   “There,” Sasha said, his light shining on two wooden filing cabinets against the stone wall.
 
   Lyon and Beth each took the folded duffle bag from their backpacks and prepared to go to work.  Beth opened the top drawer of the first cabinet and began flipping through the papers and folders.  
 
   “I’ll be back shortly,” Sasha said as he headed back to the stairwell.
 
   “What? No!” Beth exclaimed.  “You’re supposed to stand here, read over my shoulder and translate!  I don’t know what I’m looking at—it’s all in Russian!”
 
   “Not all of it,” he replied.  “Some documents are German and other are French.  I will help you when I get back.  Just give me a minute.”
 
   With that, he was gone—back into the darkness of the stairs.
 
   “This is bullshit,” Lyon said.  “I think your friend is flaking out on us.”
 
   Beth sighed.
 
   “Yes, well … let’s make the best of it,” she said.  “You take that cabinet and start looking for anything that has lists in French or German.  And photographs.  I’m going to look for inventories.  They all follow pretty much the same format no matter what language they’re in.  Let’s hope the Russians didn’t decide to get creative when making up lists of the paintings they found.”
 
   Lyon began searching through the archive.  He did find documents in German and French and, not bothering to figure out what they were, stuffed them into the duffle bag.  He also grabbed Russian documents that looked like they might be lists of artworks—Cyrillic script followed by a date and then Arabic numerals that could be crate numbers or location identifiers.
 
   He listened for the sound of footsteps on the stairs, part of him hoping that Sasha wouldn’t return.
 
   Maybe he’s waiting in the car, having a smoke break, he thought.  That might not be a bad thing.  No more surprises, at least.
 
   Ten minutes went by, then twenty.  It was slow work, but without Sasha to translate, they were just guessing at which documents were important.  Beth held up a thick photo album she had found, flipping through the pages.  She shined her light on it and Lyon could see that it was filled with black and white photographs of paintings, sculptures and objets d’art in every style, each with a number written on the white border.  Beth put it in her duffle.
 
   “Okay, where the hell is he?” Beth asked.
 
   Lyon checked his watch, the luminescent hands glowing.
 
   “He’s been gone almost a half an hour,” he said.  “You want me to go look for him?”
 
   “And leave me alone up here? No way,” she replied.  “He’ll be back.”
 
   “Uh huh,” Lyon said.  “He’s probably down there drinking with his buddy.”
 
   Lyon was getting less and less discriminating about what he put into his duffle.  Their bags weren’t big enough to carry the entire contents of the filing cabinets, but he figured he might as well take everything that would fit.
 
   He was sitting on his haunches, searching through the back of the last drawer when he spotted a grungy-looking hardbound book.  Picking it up, he decided it was once green, but the cover was faded and splattered with mud and rust-colored spots.  
 
   Is that blood? he wondered.
 
   He opened the book and saw that it was a handwritten diary, with drawings and notes covering every page.  A folded paper slid out of the back and almost fell on the floor before Lyon caught it.  Unfolding the yellowed paper, Lyon saw that it was a map with German writing on it.
 
   The top part looked like a side elevation of a mountain, with the rest of the page taken up by irregular shapes connected by straight lines, all labeled in German.  Were these tunnels and rooms under a mountain?  In a lower corner, there was a hand drawn section of lines at right angles to each other.  Each line had a string of numbers for a label and one line had a dot above it.
 
   Lyon couldn’t decipher the title of the map—it was made up of typically long German words he didn’t recognize.   One of the long words got his attention.  The first five letters were Kunst—art.
 
   “Hey, look at this,” he said, holding up the map.  “Think I found a treasure map?”
 
   Beth gave it a quick glance.  “Maybe,” she replied.  “You done?  I’m done.  Let’s get out of here.”
 
   “Alright,” Lyon said.  “I hope Sasha is down there waiting for us.  And in a condition to drive back to Moscow.”
 
   They put their backpacks on and Lyon led the way, shining his flashlight on the rough-hewn floorboards.  They both held their duffle bags, which were heavy enough that they had trouble finding a comfortable way to carry them down the stairs.  Lyon half-expected to hear drunken revelry coming from the first floor, but there was only silence.
 
   What the hell is Sasha doing? he fumed.  If he had some other job to do while we were here, he should have said so.
 
   Lyon came out of the stairwell into the light of the first floor hallway.
 
   “Son of a bitch,” he hissed.
 
   Sasha and the guard were sitting on the floor, the bottle of vodka between them.
 
   “Look,” Lyon said to Beth.  “Like I said—he’s flaking out on us.  He decided to have a reunion instead of helping us like he promised.”
 
   “Goddammit, Sasha!” Beth exclaimed.  Sasha ignored her.
 
   “Hey! Sasha!” Lyon said.  He threw his duffle bag down and stormed down the hall.  Remembering that moment in the St. Petersburg bar when he couldn’t figure Sasha out, Lyon now knew—he needed a punch in the mouth and he was about to get it.
 
   “Hey!” Lyon said again as he got closer.
 
   Neither Sasha nor the guard responded to him.  About to grab Sasha by the arm and pull him up, Lyon quickly realized why.
 
   They each had a knife sticking out of their chest.
 
   The handles were identical black leather, so they blended in with their clothing, camouflaging the knives until Lyon was right on top of them.
 
   “Holy sh—.” 
 
   Lyon stopped himself.  A floorboard had creaked over his head.  It was just one creak and it was followed by silence, but the meaning was clear.
 
   Whoever had killed them was still inside the Beer Tower. 
 
   He turned and ran back down the hall, catching Beth as her eyes grew wide when she realized what had happened.  He clamped his hand over her mouth just as she opened it to speak.
 
   Pointing at the ceiling, he put a finger to his lips.  Beth nodded and he took his hand from her mouth.
 
   Lyon checked the outer door.  Locked.  He remembered that the guard had locked it behind them, so they needed the key to get out.  It was probably on the guard, if the killer hadn’t taken it.
 
   But how did the killer get in?
 
   And why would someone want to kill Sasha and his friend?  Was there another thief inside the Beer Tower, someone who played nastier than Sasha with his ‘just visiting after hours’ approach?
 
   Lyon began to feel around the guard’s belt, looking for a key ring.  The corpse’s head lolled forward, hitting Lyon in the jaw.  He recoiled, then forced himself to keep looking.
 
   He couldn't find anything—no ring, no retractable reel.  Remembering that the key was a huge iron relic, he started searching the dead man’s uniform jacket when he heard footsteps echoing in the stairwell.
 
   “Shit,” he muttered under his breath.  He could either keep looking and hope to find the key in time, or they could hide.
 
   Or he could fight.  
 
   Lyon thought about pulling a knife out of one of the corpses.  He yanked on the handle of the blade in the guard’s chest, but it felt lodged against bone and didn't move.  Same with the one in Sasha.  The killer had used two knives and left them in the bodies.  Did that mean he was unarmed now?  Could Lyon take him on?  It’s not like he could hit him once and run—they needed time to find the key.  He would have to knock him out or tie him up—what were the chances he could do that?  Lyon had never been in so much as a fistfight before.
 
   The approaching footsteps on the stairs made the decision for him—he had no time to wrestle with the corpses and he wasn’t going to take the chance of confronting the killer, armed or not.
 
   Taking Beth by the arm, he picked up his duffle and pulled her into one of the first floor storage rooms.  He followed her into the room, but couldn’t resist a glance back down the hall, towards the stairs.  He poked his head out of the doorway, just enough to get one eye past the heavy wood post.
 
   He caught a glimpse of the man before he quickly pulled his head back, and it was enough to convince Lyon that they needed to get out of there, and fast.
 
   The killer wore a maroon t-shirt under a black suit two sizes too big for him.  Even with the baggy clothes, Lyon could see that he had a body of large muscles turning into fat, but it was the man’s face that he found terrifying.  He had a glowering look, heavy black eyebrows over sunken eyes, his mouth a hard line.  He had tattoos everywhere—barbed wire across his forehead, arcs of text under his eyes and some sort of star on his chin.   
 
   This was not the man Lyon was going to choose for his first fight.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Oleg Tokarev, though he no longer answered to that name, hated working alone.  Since Volgograd, he had done every job with Yuri.  Together, they were The Hammer and The Anvil, but now that Yuri was back in prison, Oleg—The Anvil—refused to take anyone along, no matter what the bosses said.  He trusted The Hammer and The Hammer trusted him.  Without the kind of bond that only develops between two men who have known each other since boyhood, The Anvil thought the business of killing was better handled alone.
 
   Fortunately, neither the guard nor the thief had been too difficult for The Anvil to take care of by himself.  The guard had been told to expect him, and had let him in with no problems, locking the door behind.  The knife had pierced his heart before he realized anything was wrong.
 
   The thief, though he dressed like the rough boys in Moscow, had frozen in terror, mouth agape and a bottle of vodka open in his hand.  With one hand The Anvil slipped a blade between the thief’s ribs and with the other he caught the vodka before it hit the floor.
 
   The knives were his personal signature—a flourish he came up with the first time he and The Hammer had gone to prison together.  Once a ragged collection of sharpened wire and bits of metal with cloth handles, he now carried several identical high-quality blades and always left them protruding from his victims’ corpses.  He carried a big Glock 17 on his hip, but that was only in case of emergency.  On the rare occasion when he had been forced by circumstance to slit a man’s throat from behind—he preferred to look them in the eye—afterward he stuck the knife deep in their chests where everyone could see.  In the violent Russian underworld, sometimes targets died coincidentally—the knives were his message to the bosses that the deed had been done by him and no one else.  
 
   He found the cap to the vodka, screwed it tight on the bottle and placed it between the bodies where he could pick it up on the way out.  He never drank when he was working and this job wasn’t done yet.  
 
   The thief had arrived at St. Sergius just when he was supposed to, but he wasn’t alone, as the The Anvil’s written instructions had said he would be.  The man and the woman weren’t part of the plan, but he enjoyed a wide latitude to accomplish his task however he saw fit.  Where unexpected people were concerned, his approach was always the same—clean and neat, never a regret about a witness that should never have been left alive.  He checked the inside pocket of his jacket and counted three more knives.  
 
   The Anvil closed his eyes and listened.
 
   He tried to tune out the fluorescent lights, seeking out any sounds behind the hum.
 
   Nothing.
 
   The Beer Tower wasn’t very large, but it was full of places to hide with all the art objects and crates stored on every floor.  The Anvil decided to sweep every floor, starting at the top and either finding and killing his quarry or flushing them down into the first floor hallway.  With the only exit locked, there would be no escape.
 
   He removed a small plastic bag from a pocket and dipped the tip of a knife into the white powder inside.  Snorting the cocaine he smiled in anticipation of the euphoria and energy that would hit him.  He always tried to time it so the peak would coincide with the kill.
 
   He listened for one more moment, then silently made his way up to the third floor.
 
   At the topmost level, The Anvil took out his flashlight with its steel strike bezel that doubled as a weapon.  He clicked it on and swept the beam across the large storage room.  Thick wooden beams cast shadows on the endless rolls of textiles and tapestries in a room that looked more like a carpet warehouse than an art collection.  He walked the perimeter of the room, shining his light in every corner and then back to the stairwell to check that no one was trying to sneak out behind him.
 
   Once he was sure that no one was on the third floor, he descended to the second where he followed the same pattern—sweep the perimeter, check the stairs.
 
   Along the stone wall, two old filing cabinets caught his eye.  They were closed and it wasn’t obvious that anything had been taken, but what The Anvil had noticed was the disturbed dust still in the air, floating in the beam of his flashlight.  This was where they had been.
 
   He was about to recheck the room when he heard a shout downstairs.
 
    The Anvil spun in place, back toward the stairwell, the floor creaking beneath him.  He silently cursed himself for his carelessness and made his way down to the first floor.
 
   He stopped at the bottom of the stairs, listening and watching for any signs of movement.  There were none, but he noticed that the guard’s head was slumped forward on his chest.  Not how he had left things.  He pulled a knife from his jacket pocket and fondled the stacked leather handle.  There were four rooms off this hallway, two on either side.  The space was probably the same as the upper two floors, so The Anvil guessed he would be on his way in fifteen minutes and back in Moscow before the clubs closed, two more corpses behind him.
 
   As he had done upstairs, The Anvil started his search at the far side of the tower.  He would either find the man and the woman or flush them toward the door like a hunter running down a pair of rabbits.
 
   He entered the first room to his right, sweeping the beam of his flashlight back and forth, looking and listening.  Nothing but crates.  They were packed so tight from wall to wall and from floor to ceiling that there were no places to hide.
 
   Back in the hall, he stopped and listened again before moving to the next room, to his left.  This one was full of furniture—tables, chairs, armoires, cabinets—all piled to the ceiling.  His light cast many shadows.  He would have to check each one.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lyon realized they were trapped.  Without the key, they had no way to get out of the Beer Tower—the windows were too narrow to climb out of and there was only one door.  He could hear the killer’s footsteps at the end of the corridor, searching room to room.  
 
   He and Beth were hiding behind a wooden horse with a knight’s suit of armor perched on the saddle.  It blocked them from view of the storage room's door, but if the killer was searching each room, they would soon be found.  Lyon felt adrenaline rushing through his body, causing his heart to race and his hands to shake.  He forced himself to take several deep breaths to steady himself.
 
   If the killer is in one of the other rooms, that means he’s not in the hallway, Lyon realized.
 
   It could be a window of opportunity to search the guard’s pockets again.  But what if the killer had the key?  Lyon decided that since there was nothing he could do about that possibility, he would put it out of his head.
 
   His eyes found Beth’s in the dim light and he raised his hand in a wait here gesture.  She nodded.
 
   Taking another deep breath, Lyon slowly made his way to the door and slid his head past the jamb, just enough to see that the hallway was clear.  For the moment.
 
   He stepped carefully to the guard’s body and began searching his pockets.  Starting with his blue workman’s jacket, he found nothing but cigarettes, a lighter and a phone.
 
   Keeping his head turned to the right so he could catch a glimpse of the killer if he re-emerged, Lyon moved on to the guard’s pants pockets.  He patted the corpse’s thighs where his front pockets should be.  
 
   Nothing.
 
   The corridor was still empty, but Lyon could hear no sound coming from either of the storage rooms at the other end.  He had no way to know whether the killer was deep within them or just about to come into the hallway and see Lyon sitting there in the open.
 
   His hands were now slippery with the blood that had drenched the guard’s clothes as he bled out.  The man’s phone was sliding out of Lyons fingers.  He shoved it into his own jacket pocket, lest it slip to the floor and make a noise.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Every possible hiding place checked, The Anvil closed the door to the furniture room and made his way to the next one.  Stopping again in the hallway, he listened, but heard nothing but the hum of the florescent lights.
 
   He smiled, in his element.  Normally, he found his prey after some routine surveillance and then made the kill.  Sometimes, he didn't even need to do that.  The target’s location was known, The Anvil found him, killed him and left.  It was like any other kind of boring job.  Do A, then B, then C and collect your pay.  Come back and do it again.  Boring.
 
   But this was fun.
 
   Two more rooms to go.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Reaching around to check the guard’s back pockets, Lyon felt the rough shape of the iron key.  
 
   It stuck out so far Lyon didn’t know how he could have missed it the first time, but now he had the key.  He pulled on it, but the weight of the body and the slipperiness of his hands made it difficult.  He used his shoulder to push the body up just enough so that he could pull the key out of the pocket.
 
   It took less than a second, but moving the corpse blocked his view of the corridor.  Settling the guard back down, Lyon snapped his head up to look, half-expecting to see the killer’s tattooed face inches from his own.
 
   Still nothing.
 
   Lyon felt another adrenaline surge and a panicked sense that his luck was about to run out.  
 
   Shit … the car.  Sasha has the key.
 
   Going over to Sasha’s body, he started with the two hand-warmer pockets of the Russian’s leather motorcycle jacket.
 
   This time, he got lucky.
 
   He felt the hard plastic of the BMW key fob and yanked it out of Sasha’s pocket.
 
   Lyon scurried back across the hall and found Beth behind the wooden horse, waiting for him.  Lyon motioned for her to pick up her duffle bag as he did the same.  Putting his mouth next to her ear, he whispered as quietly as he could.
 
   “On three, we both run to the door.  I will be in front so I can unlock it.  Then we run to the car.”
 
   Lyon took a deep breath and slowly stuck his head into the hallway, this time clutching the heavy iron key like a weapon.
 
   The corridor was empty.  But was it empty because the killer was about to re-enter it or because he had just left?
 
   Shut up, shut up, Lyon told himself.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The third room was a place The Anvil would have loved to spend more time in.  It was row upon row of wooden racks holding every kind of edged weapon.  Longswords as tall as a man, scimitars, dirks, rapiers, katanas and ornate ceremonial swords.  He thought about taking one or two, but it wasn’t worth the risk.  Maybe he could ask the bosses for a sword as payment.  He stopped in front of a stack of daggers on a small table and touched one with a jewel-encrusted gold hilt.    
 
   The daggers slid and almost fell on the floor.  The Anvil scrambled to push them back onto the table into some sort of stable pile.
 
   Idiot!  he reproached himself.  Focus!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lyon realized that the two rooms at the far end of the hallway now had closed doors.  The other two—the one he was now in and the one directly across the hall—were open.
 
   The killer must have closed them.  And now he must be across from them—possibly about to enter the armor room.
 
   He put his mouth to Beth’s ear.
 
   “Get ready to run,” he whispered.  “I have an idea.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The fun was really building now.  The weapons room cleared, The Anvil closed the door and entered the last room.  He knew they were in there and didn’t care about being quiet anymore.  This room was filled with armor of every kind—ancient shields, medieval suits of armor, even horse armor on wooden models.  He tapped his knife on the crest of a nearby samurai helmet and swept the room with his flashlight.
 
   Then he heard whispering.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   From behind the wooden horse, Lyon saw the killer in the light in the doorway.  He ducked his head down and made sure Beth did the same.  He caught her eye and held up a finger.
 
   One.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The voice was coming from deep inside the room, a low whisper The Anvil couldn’t make out.  He weaved his way through ghostly armored riders on armored horses, following the sound.  He was starting to feel disappointed.
 
   Stupid rabbits.  It’s no fun for the hunter when you make it so easy.  Stop talking!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lyon saw heavy black boots pass them and heard the tapping of metal on metal.  Holding Beth’s gaze, he held up another finger.
 
   Two.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   In the farthest corner of the room, The Anvil readied himself for the kill.  Would it be the man or the woman first?  Even if it was going to be easy, at least there was one surprise to be had.
 
   He tightened his grip on the knife and thrust his flashlight toward the sound of the whispering.
 
   There was no one there.
 
   Confused, he turned to search nearby.  As soon as the beam of his flashlight left the corner, he noticed a glow in the darkness.
 
   It was the screen of a mobile phone.
 
   He picked it up and saw that, beneath smears of blood on the screen, a video was playing in the phone’s web browser.  A video of a man whispering.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lyon held up a third finger and nodded, pulling Beth behind him.  He ran out of the armor room, not looking back, the iron key ready in one hand, a heavy duffle bag in the other.
 
   He felt Beth pressed up against him as he tried to unlock the door.  His hands were shaking and he was having trouble getting the key into the lock.  Gritting his teeth, he gripped the key with two hands and forced it in.  Remembering that people in life-or-death situations can display superhuman strength, he had a momentary thought that he might break the key in the lock.
 
   Lyon held his breath and unlocked the door.
 
   The lock clicked and he flung open the oaken door, running out of the Beer Tower faster than he had even run before.  Beth kept pace with him, showing no sign of slowing or that her bag of documents was weighing her down.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Sasha’s BMW surged with the slightest touch of the accelerator, but Lyon resisted the urge to rocket down the highway back to Moscow.  With a trunk full of stolen documents and blood on his hands and clothes, he didn’t want any run-ins with the Russian police.  Beth punched the Ritz Carlton’s address into her phone and put it in the cup-holder so Lyon could hear the turn-by-turn directions.  They rode through the darkness in silence for several miles as their shock and fear began to wear off.
 
   “All of this over a painting,” Lyon muttered as he merged onto the M8 highway.  It was close to midnight and the road was empty.
 
   Beth said nothing.
 
   “What the hell was that back there?” Lyon asked. 
 
   “I don’t know,” Beth answered.
 
    “Who was that and how did he get in?  The guard locked the door behind us when we came in, so he would have had to open it for whoever that was.”
 
   “Maybe the guard knew him, too,” Beth offered.
 
   “Jesus Christ,” Lyon replied and described the killer.  “If you had seen the guy, you would know just how disturbing that thought is.” 
 
   “Those are prison tattoos,” Beth said.
 
   “No shit,” Lyon replied.
 
   “No—Russian prison tattoos have special meanings,” Beth explained.  “I forget what the significance is of the text under the eyes or the barbed wire, but anything across the face usually means someone who never expected to get out of prison.  Or someone who received a life sentence and wants everyone to know it.”
 
   “So what is a man like that doing in an art repository?” Lyon asked.  “It doesn't make any sense.”
 
   “It may have something to do with Sasha,” Beth replied.
 
   Lyon waited for her to explain.  She didn’t.
 
   “Okay, there’s obviously something you’re not telling me,” he said, annoyed.  “Start talking.”
 
   “There may be a connection between Trophy Brigade art and the Russian mafia,” Beth said at last.
 
   “Oh my God,” Lyon said.  “You’re just telling me this now?”
 
   “I never saw any proof,” Beth pleaded.  “It was just rumors.  That was why I connected with Sasha, to find out if the rumors were true.”
 
   Lyon thought for a moment.
 
   “All that business about museum insiders helping people like me,” he said.  “That’s not what your story is about, is it?  It’s this mafia business?  Isn’t it?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Super,” Lyon sighed.  He tightened his grip on the steering wheel and gritted his teeth.  What have I gotten myself into?
 
   “I mean, it is about secret restitution also,” Beth explained.  “But the mafia connection was the main thrust of the story.  We’ve known for a while that the Russian mob has been stealing icons from churches and selling them on the black market.  The suspicion has been that they’ve been doing the same with trophy art.  Taking pieces from places like St. Sergius where presumably no one would miss them—or no one would talk about missing them, anyway—and sell them for millions.  It actually has a long history in Russia.  Even the government got into it.  Since the Soviet days, they’ve sold off parts of their museum collections to raise money.  They probably did the same with trophy art.”
 
   “And Sasha’s work finally caught up with him,” Lyon suggested.  “The wrong people took notice of what he was doing and didn’t like him playing in their sandbox.”
 
   “Looks that way,” Beth admitted.
 
   They rode in silence for another long while.
 
   “Sorry I didn’t warn you about this,” Beth said.  “I guess I took the whole journalistic ‘don’t say anything until you have proof’ thing a little too far.  I didn’t think anything like this would happen.”
 
   “Yeah, well, we’re ok,” Lyon replied.  “We made it out, even if Sasha and his friend didn’t.”
 
   “Right … well, I’m sorry about that, too.”  She paused.  “I’m not really sure what to do next.”
 
   “We go back to the hotel, figure out what to do with all these documents we took, and get the hell out of Russia.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Looking at the neat piles of documents stacked on the hotel room floor, Lyon considered the new significance of the Trophy Brigade archive.  Just a few hours ago, they were nothing more than artifacts of history—now they were reasons to kill or be killed.  They were reasons to be afraid.  He knew enough about the Russian mafia to know that he wanted nothing to do with them.  He also knew that Russian police weren’t likely to be much help.  Getting on the next flight out of Moscow was the only answer.
 
   But what do I do with all this stuff?
 
   The plan had been to spend a day or two sifting through the archive, looking for any clues that might lead to his mother’s Manet or anything of interest to Beth.  Now, that was out of the question.
 
   “We can’t take these with us,” Beth said, twisting open a bottle of mineral water from the mini bar.
 
   “Right,” Lyon replied, leaning back on the couch and stretching.  “It’s not worth chancing it at the airport, either in our carry-on or checked bags.  Both might get searched.”
 
   Beth checked the time on her phone.
 
   “Normally, I would suggest we search for an all-night copy center and hit the scanners,” she said.  “But it’s midnight now—we’ll never get it done in time to catch the early flight.”
 
   Lyon nodded.  He reached over to a nearby pile and picked up the green diary with the map inside.
 
   “This I can put in my carry-on.  It will look like any other book on an x-ray and hopefully won’t raise any alarms if security goes in for a closer look.”
 
   Beth took the book from him and flipped through the pages.  She unfolded one corner of the map to take a look.
 
   “The map is in German, but the diary is in Russian,” she said.  “Without Sasha to translate, I’m not sure what we can make of this.  Or the rest of it.”
 
   Lyon looked down and shook his head.
 
   “I’m an idiot,” he said.  “So obvious.”
 
   “What?”
 
   Lyon reached into his pants pocket and pulled out his phone.  He pointed at Beth’s tablet on the coffee table.
 
   “We don’t need to find a copy center—we have scanners right here.”  He pointed to his phone’s camera.  “We can take pictures of everything and look at it later or have someone translate for us back in the States.  We might even get it all done before we have to leave for the airport.”
 
   Beth grabbed her tablet and sat cross-legged on the floor next to a stack of documents.  She opened up the camera app and began snapping away, flipping one page after another.  Lyon pulled a pile of papers over to him and did the same.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Three hours later, fortified with caffeine from the in-room coffee maker, Lyon and Beth were making good progress.  Well over half the Trophy Brigade documents were in the ‘done’ pile.  They didn’t take time to look at anything—they just took photos as fast as they could.  Endless pages of Russian, German and French lists and several albums of photographed artworks.
 
   Lyon tossed his phone on the couch and rubbed his eyes.
 
   “I’m crashing,” he said.
 
   Beth drained her cup.  “Me too, but we have to keep going.  Have some more coffee.  We’re almost done.”
 
   “Maybe,” Lyon replied, looking at his watch.  “We need to get going in two hours, and we don’t even have tickets yet.”
 
   “Then less talking and more working,” Beth said, tossing an empty half-and-half container at him.
 
   Lyon turned over the next document in his pile.  It was yet another list—line after line of Cyrillic text and Arabic numerals—but this one had Latin alphabet characters mixed in.
 
   It looked like a record of the crate numbering Lyon had seen before.  He scanned the list.
 
   There it was, near the bottom of the page.
 
   G46.
 
   “Look,” Lyon said, holding the paper up for Beth to see.  “Remember this?”
 
   “Wow,” Beth said.  “That’s the crate number from the Jeu de Paume that had your mother’s painting in it.  Too bad we can’t read anything else on the page.”
 
   “Yeah,” Lyon replied.  “I’ll take this one with me.  When we get home we should be able to find someone to tell us what this document is.”
 
   He folded the page in half and stuck it inside the cover of the green diary.  About to turn back to the rest of his pile, he stopped.  There was something about that document—a flash of deja-vu or something he half-remembered.  He pulled it back out.
 
   In the upper right corner was a series of lines, drawn on the page in black ink.  Some were parallel, some were at right angles to each other, some intersected.  A heavy dot was drawn at the end of one of the longer lines.
 
   Why does that look familiar?
 
   Lyon willed his tired brain to make the connection.  He knew he was wasting time and that it could wait until they were home or at least on the plane, but he couldn’t help it.  It was going to bother him until he figured it out.
 
   He thumbed the pages of the diary, but nothing jumped out at him.
 
   The map.
 
   He unfolded the map that he had found with the diary.  The page was filled with irregular shapes linked by lines, all labeled in German.  It was a map of something, but what?  Then he saw what had sparked his memory.  
 
   There in the lower left corner of the map, was the same diagram of lines.  The diagram on the map had numbers on each of the lines.  He compared it with the document he had just found.  The lines were the same, but the map had numbered labels while the document did not.  There had to be something to this, with the G46 crate being on the list and this diagram linking it to the map.  
 
   Lyon folded both pages and and put them back into the green diary, which he then slid into his briefcase.  As soon as they could find someone to translate, these were going to be the first puzzles he wanted solved.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Time’s up,” Lyon said, showing Beth his watch.  “We need to pack up and get out of here.  The first flights leave in three hours.”
 
   Beth yawned and stretched.  Lyon tried not to get caught looking.  
 
   She held up a thin stack of papers.
 
   “These are all I have left.  All the photo albums are done.  I say it’s good enough.  I’ll bring these in the taxi to the airport, should be able to finish up on the way.”
 
   “Alright,” Lyon said.  “Go to your room and throw everything into your suitcase.  I’ll be ready in five minutes.”
 
   “What are we going to do with all this?” Beth asked, nodding at the stacks of papers and books strewn across the floor.
 
   Lyon thought for a moment.
 
   “Let’s put them back in the duffle bags,” he said.  “We don’t want to leave them in the room and connect our names to stolen documents.  We’ll find a way to ditch them on our way out.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The hotel lobby was busier than Lyon would have expected at such an early hour.  He hoped it was a good thing—more distractions for anyone who might notice them.  Beth gave him a look that told him she didn’t share his optimism.
 
   “Take the bags to that couch over there,” Lyon told her in a low voice.  “Push the duffle bags back on the far side next to the arm, put our bags right in front.  I’ll check out and get us a taxi.  When we leave, we only take our bags.  Hopefully the hotel staff won’t see the duffles and think that we’re forgetting them.”
 
   Lyon played the harried traveler at the front desk, cutting down on the typical checkout banter with the clerk.  He glanced over his shoulder to see Beth arranging the luggage.  No one seemed to be paying attention to her as she slid the document-filled bags out of sight.
 
   The clerk called a bellman over and asked him to flag a taxi.  The man said he would get Lyon when the cab was ready.
 
   Lyon joined Beth on the couch, sitting on the end furthest from the duffle bags.
 
   “I think we’re all set,” he said, stifling a yawn.  “Taxi should be here in a minute.”
 
   “Don’t do that,” Beth said, now yawning herself.
 
   Lyon tried to remember when he had had a decent night’s sleep.  He couldn’t.  He also realized that no sleep meant no dreams.  Lyon had almost forgotten about the dream that had been tormenting him these past few months, replaying the night of Megan’s accident like security footage stuck on infinite repeat.
 
   Megan.
 
   The sadness washed over Lyon, but he pushed it down in his mind, forcing himself to think about anything else.  He was about to say something to Beth when he noticed three men coming in through the revolving door.  The first two were wearing suits and ties—cheap-looking, ill-fitting suits, but suits.  
 
   The third man was the killer from St. Sergius.
 
   Beth saw him too.
 
   “Oh, shit,” she said.  “That’s him from last night, isn't it?”
 
   He nodded.  What the hell do I do now?
 
   The three men walked to the front desk, waiting behind two women who were talking to the clerk.
 
   “Go. Now,” Lyon said, quickly standing up and grabbing his bags.  He took Beth by the elbow and steered her to another door at the front of the lobby, making a wide circle so they stayed out of sight of the three men.  Just as one of the men moved up to speak to the front desk clerk, Lyon and Beth burst out into the early Moscow darkness.
 
   The bellman, on his way inside, looked surprised. 
 
   “Your taxi, sir,” he said to Lyon.  He made a move toward their luggage.
 
   “Thanks!” Lyon said, pushing the man aside.  He threw open the taxi’s trunk and heaved their two roller bags inside, slamming the lid.  He and Beth scrambled into the car.  “Domodedovo Airport!  We’re late, let’s go!”
 
   The driver grunted, put the car in gear and pulled onto Tverskaya Street.
 
   Lyon didn’t know if it was just paranoia, but he thought he saw the killer’s tattooed face watching them go.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The sun was coming up now, casting a red light across the scattered clouds.  As the taxi barreled down the highway, Lyon could see the sky reflected on the surface of the Moskva River.  Soon they were out of the city, the road a line through the Russian forest.  Lyon stopped looking over his shoulder to see if anyone was following.
 
   “That guy back there was definitely Russian mob,” Beth said.  She whispered the word mob, her eyes darting to the cab driver in distrust.  “No mistaking those tattoos.”
 
   Lyon nodded.  That face was not one he would soon forget.
 
   “What about the other two?” he asked.  “Not the types I would expect to be mafia, in suit and tie.  They looked more like KGB agents from a movie.”
 
   Beth was quiet for a moment, then she shot Lyon a guilty look.
 
   “They probably were KGB,” she said.
 
   “What the hell are you talking about?  The Soviet Union is long gone, along with the KGB.”
 
   “They’re not called KGB anymore—it’s FSB now.”
 
   Lyon had a sinking feeling again.
 
   “More that you’re not telling me?” he asked.
 
   “More rumors,” Beth replied.  “It was something else that I was trying to investigate—a connection between the mafia stealing trophy art and the government participating.  During the Cold War there were stories about KGB agents showing up in Paris and London with art that was thought lost during the war.  Also … ”
 
   Lyon rolled his eyes.  “What?”
 
   “In the mid-Nineties, an official from the Ministry of the Interior was found dead near the railroad tracks in a town outside Moscow.  He was investigating a series of art thefts from the Art Gulag—St. Sergius Monastery.”
 
    “Jesus Christ,” Lyon exclaimed.  “Now is that everything?  There’s nothing else that you’re not telling me?  No more surprises?”
 
   “That’s everything,” Beth replied.  “Sorry.”
 
   “Yeah.  You’re sorry.”
 
   After the adrenaline let-down and a night with no sleep, Lyon put his head against the window and closed his eyes.
 
   “Hey!  Let me see that map again,” Beth said, startling Lyon awake.
 
   His briefcase was on the seat between them.  Lyon pulled the green book from a zippered pocket, took out the map and handed it to Beth.
 
   She held the map in one hand with her phone in the other, tapping at the screen.
 
   “What are you doing?” Lyon asked.
 
   “I think I’ve seen this before,” she replied.  She tilted the paper so Lyon could read.  “My German is terrible so I’m using a translation website.  Damn German words are so long … there … ‘übersichtsplan’ is lay-out plan … art … storage …  See ‘Salzberg’ there?”
 
   “That’s a city in Austria, isn’t it?” Lyon asked.
 
   “Salzburg with a u, yes, but in this case I think it means literally a Salz Berg—salt mountain.”
 
   She handed Lyon the map and did some more tapping on the phone’s screen.  Lyon looked at the squiggly lines on the paper and realized that if Beth was right, this was the map of a salt mine.
 
   “Yes,” she exclaimed, showing Lyon a tiny image of the same map on her phone.  “Altaussee, Austria.  It was the biggest repository that the Monuments Men found.  Thousands of artworks were stored by the Nazis in an enormous salt mine.  This is the map of that mine.”
 
   Lyon looked at the green diary and again at the map.
 
   “I don’t understand,” he said.  “You just told me that the Monuments Men found the mine.  So what were the Russian Trophy Brigades doing with this map?”
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   Merkers, Germany
 
   June, 1945
 
    
 
   Gravel crunching beneath the tires of the ZIS-5 truck was the only sound as the Russians slowly drove into the Kaiseroda mine complex.  Natalia Zharova noticed tank and tire tracks everywhere, but no sign of Americans, Germans or anyone else.  For such an enormous industrial site, the mine was strangely quiet.
 
   Nor had they had seen a single soul on the drive from Cotta.  The two SMERSH men, squeezed into the cab with Zharova, boasted that there were no Germans left alive for them to see.  Zharova doubted it.  It was more likely that German civilians, recognizing a Russian truck and the Red Army soldier in the back, were hiding.
 
   They stopped the truck near the mine entrance and got out.  The tall sliding doors of the metal building were open, revealing the cavernous interior, which was also quiet with no signs of anyone left behind.  The SMERSH men and the soldier swung their Pepeshas by the slings and held the guns in the ready position, fingers on triggers.
 
   “Is anyone here?” Zharova shouted in German.  Her own voice echoing off the walls was the only reply.
 
   “See?” one of the SMERSH men said—Zharova thought his name was Chuzhoi.  “We’ve killed all the bastards!  Now all that’s left is to take what our artillery hasn’t destroyed!”
The other two men laughed.
 
   Zharova spotted the mine’s elevator and the generator that powered it.  She ordered the soldier to see if the generator would start.  It did, on the first try.  Likely another sign that the Americans had been here.
 
   The four Russians entered the steel cage of the elevator.  Chuzhoi took hold of the control lever and pulled, starting the motor above their heads.  There was a sudden drop and the metal cable began creaking, lowering them into the shaft.  Zharova switched her flashlight on as they descended into the darkness.  The gray walls sparkled with salt crystals.
 
   Several minutes later, they came to the bottom.  Bare lightbulbs hung from the ceiling, casting pools of light across the floor of a large tunnel, one that was empty but for scraps of wood, loose straw and bits of rope.  The SMERSH men and the soldier charged out of the elevator and into the tunnel, beginning their search and not noticing what, to Zharova, were obvious signs that the Americans had indeed been packaging art to remove from the mine.
 
   Zharova followed the men down the tunnel until they came to a brick wall with a steel bank vault door and a hole blasted next to it.  The Russians squeezed through.
 
   On the other side was a room the size of an aircraft hangar, but with a low, jagged ceiling of salt.  Narrow-gauge railway tracks ran down the center of the room—the empty room.
 
   “This was where the Americans stole the German gold,” Chuzhoi said.  “Their newspapers published many pictures celebrating their thievery.”
 
   Zharova said nothing, but wondered how it was that SMERSH agents in the field always knew so much about what foreigners were up to.  She walked to the far end of the cave-like room where she could see the light of a tunnel that led further into the mine.
 
   The passageway opened up to another large room that, to Zharova’s trained eye, had obviously been used for storing something quite different than gold.
 
   “There was art here,” she said, pointing to the rows of empty wooden racks.  She counted them and guessed that there had been hundreds of paintings here.  And the racks only took up a third of the room—if the rest of the space had been taken up with art objects, then Veselovsky was very wrong.  The Americans had not found ‘some few pieces of art.’  They had stumbled upon a repository at least as large as the Dresden Gallery in Cotta, if not bigger.
 
   Zharova ordered the men to search deeper into the mine, but she knew they would find nothing.  It wasn’t just gold the Americans had taken out of this mine—they had carefully and professionally emptied this place of all its treasures.  Just as she would have.
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   Altaussee, Austria
 
   June, 1945
 
    
 
   Dearest Lilly,
 
   Thank you for your letters and for sending the girls’ drawings.  I see many art treasures every day, but those crayon pictures are truly priceless to me!
 
   The war in Europe may be over, but my work goes on.  Does it ever.  I’m living on fifteen minute naps and an endless stream of Army coffee.  My third cup of the morning is now starting to do its job, so I thought I’d take a moment to write before Paul and I have to get to work.
 
   I’ve been with the Third Army, following Patton ever southward.  I got to see Berchtesgaden, the Nazi alpine retreat, which was so beautiful it made me wonder why they ever came down off Hitler’s mountain.  How much better off we’d all be if they had just stayed up there drinking beer and keeping their monstrous schemes to themselves!
 
   Ironically, I have Hermann Goering to thank for that little side trip.  It seems he had a train loaded up with art from his Carinhall estate and sent it into a tunnel near Berchtesgaden.  Shortly after he was captured, he told one of our interrogators about the train, saying he was concerned about the safety of its contents.  I don’t think he really gave a damn since much of it was stolen anyway; he tried to use it as a gesture of goodwill.  The train was fine—well-protected in the tunnel with the art professionally packed inside.  I was hoping to find a certain special item on that train, but alas ...
 
   From there, it was a race to southern Germany and Austria.  The big fear was of the so-called Alpine Redoubt, which everyone assumed would be the last stand of the Nazis.  Reports had been coming in for months about weapons, food, gold and art stockpiled in the Alps for the Nazis to stage their comeback from their mountain fortress, dragging the war on for years.  Every twisting mountain road was imagined to have a team of SS commandos around each bend.  Instead, most of the Germans we saw were surrendering by the thousands and pretty cheerfully at that.
 
   The stockpile of art did turn out to be true.  This latest find in Altaussee, Austria—in another cursed mine of course!—puts all the rest to shame.  The scale is just incredible.  We’re more than three weeks into the evacuation with a deadline of July 1st, but I don’t think we’re going to make it.  There’s simply too much here - thousands upon thousands of objects.  Yesterday, we had to start using medieval tapestries as packing material while we waited for the proper stuff to come up the mountain.
 
   Technically, we’re in the Soviet Zone, but the word is that the Russians aren’t really cooperating on art and archives collection or restitution.  There are also rumors that they are stripping entire factories and sending them back to Moscow.  So, we’re taking charge of clearing out this mine even though the job really belongs to Uncle Joe.  Seems like we might have only been allies of convenience.
 
   I’ll spare you the details on everything I’ve seen on my ‘tour’ of this wrecked country—I’m sure you can imagine or maybe you’ve seen some of the newsreels.  Whatever you think you know, I can tell you the truth is worse.  The adults I don’t feel much sympathy for.  They supported Hitler when he was winning and they are getting their just deserts now that he’s lost.  
 
   It’s been the children that have really affected me.  Everywhere we go now we see starving packs of them wandering around, begging for food, scratching through the rubble.  It makes me think of our girls.  I know they are safe at home with you, of course, but I can’t help wondering what the families of these lost children must be thinking, how they must be sick with worry and grief.  If their families are even alive.
 
   You’ll think I’m being silly, but I’ve had little Maggie on my mind most of all.  She was so small when I left that she doesn’t know her Daddy except as that man in the photograph.  I’d like to write just to Maggie.  Would you read it to her for me?
 
   Hello, Margaret.  I am your father.  You may not remember me, but I remember you.  I remember when you were fresh and pink in the hospital nursery right after you were born.  I remember how you never let your mother sleep more than two hours in a row when we first brought you home!  I know that you are a beautiful and smart little girl who makes her Daddy proud. I want you to know that I think about you every day and that soon I’ll be home so that we can get to know each other again.  Until then, know that I love you and Mommy and your sisters very much.  I wouldn’t have been away from you for so long if it wasn’t very important, but that’s coming to an end soon and we’ll all be together and I will never leave again.  Love, Daddy.
 
   Thank you for indulging me, dear! 
 
   I won’t give you false hopes by speculating on when my work will be done or how soon I can come home, but I will say that MFAA headquarters has been making noises about sending some of us home for a long break.  We shall see!
 
    
 
   Love,
 
   Jim
 
    
 
   Paul DeLuca entered the tent and saw Clark pull the letter out of his typewriter.  About to speak, he waited in silence as Clark folded the paper.
 
   “Sorry to interrupt,” DeLuca said.  “Letter home?”
 
   Clark nodded and affected a cough to cover up the lump in his throat.
 
   “Is the convoy back from Munich yet?” he asked.
 
   “No, but one of the ALIU guys has something for you,” DeLuca replied.  “He’s waiting by the guardhouse.”
 
   The Art Looting Investigation Unit was an arm of the Office of Strategic Services, the U.S. intelligence agency.  Its aim was to gather information on Nazi art looting operations for use in the upcoming war crimes trials.  Now that the war was over, the ALIU was busy with interrogations and reports and Clark was interacting with them more and more.
 
   “Alright,” Clark replied.  “To the guardhouse then.”
 
   A Navy lieutenant commander was leaning against the gray stone guardhouse, his arms folded and a garrison cap stuck under his shoulder strap.  A civilian was standing next to him, looking nervous in his dusty brown suit.
 
   “Roger Hammett,” the Navy man said with a smile, smoothing down his blond hair.  “Let’s take a stroll.”
 
   The four men walked across the busy mine yard, weaving their way through the men and vehicles toward the mine entrance.  The towering, pine-covered Alps loomed over the facility, casting shade over everything, even on such a clear, sunny day.  Hammett wasn’t saying a word, so Clark followed in silence, his curiosity growing.
 
   At the mine entrance, they each grabbed a carbide lamp as they went in the horizontal shaft, bored into the mountain hundreds of years ago.  The clicking of the strikers echoed off the gray walls as the men lit their lamps.  Clark kicked aside some rubble in the middle of the passageway, something he had done hundreds of times in the last few weeks.  He didn’t even notice himself doing it anymore.
 
   The Altaussee mine had narrowly escaped falling victim to Hitler’s Nero Decree that anything of value in the Reich was to be destroyed lest it fall into the hands of the Allies.  A local Austrian Gauleiter, a fanatical Nazi, had given the order to detonate several 500 kilogram bombs inside the mine, obliterating the art repository within.  A spontaneous conspiracy of mine workers, art officials and members of the Austrian Resistance defused the bombs and destroyed the entrances to the mine so the Gauleiter would think the job had been done.  Clark and the other Monuments Men, even all these weeks later, were still clearing the rubble.
 
   Once past the bomb damage, the men came to the first mine chamber.  This was not a hasty dumping ground for art objects—it was a museum-quality warehouse, crafted with care by professionals.  The Germans had build wooden floors, ceilings and row upon row of massive racks for the thousands of artworks stored in the mine’s constant temperature and humidity.
 
   Hammett stopped at a tall, narrow crate that had yet to be opened.  He pointed at the civilian.
 
   “This is Georg Müller.  He was in charge of filling this repository.”  Hammett smiled.  “I guess you could say he is your counterpart, Clark.  He filled it … you’re emptying it.  Anyway … Herr Müller, please tell these gentlemen what you were telling me earlier.”
 
   Clark held up a hand to stop Müller.  “Sorry, we don’t speak German.  Commander, will you translate?”
 
   “No need, gentlemen,” Müller said in unaccented American English.  “I studied at Yale.  My mother was from Chicago.”
 
   No one looked surprised.  They had seen and heard too many strange things to be fazed by a German who seemed as American as they were.
 
   “Do you see this marking?” Müller asked, pointing to the crate.  ‘A.H., Linz’ had been stenciled in black.  “The ‘A.H.’ is for Adolf Hitler, of course, and ‘Linz’ is his hometown of Linz, Austria.”
 
   “We know that, yes,” Clark replied, getting impatient.  “There are hundreds of crates in here marked the same way.”
 
   Müller gave him a condescending look that Clark thought made him seem German again.
 
   “Yes, but why do they say ‘A.H., Linz’?”
 
   Clark had been working from 0400 to 2000 every day without a break since coming to Altaussee.  His patience was gone.
 
   “Can we please get to the point?” he asked Hammett.  “What is this all about, sir?”
 
   Hammett told Müller to continue.
 
   “Hitler had agents fanned out across Europe, compiling photo albums of artworks for his selection.  He paid for them with money from Mein Kampf royalties and other personal funds, but of course these were not free transactions on the part of the sellers.”
 
   “I’m familiar with the process,” Clark interjected.  “Goering did things much the same way and I’ve seen many similar crates with his initials stenciled on them as well.  So what?”
 
   Müller chuckled.  “Yes, I have seen several of those ‘H.G.’ crates here.  There was always a tension between the two men when it came to who would be getting what pieces.  The difference is that Goering ‘bought’ art for his own personal collection, while Hitler was gathering works to fill the great museum he envisioned - the Führermuseum.”
 
   The German paused for effect and saw that he had Clark’s attention.
 
   “The Führermuseum was to be an enormous complex in Hitler’s hometown of Linz,” he continued.  “Albert Speer was to build him an opera house, a massive library, a hotel and of course an art museum.  Hitler fancied himself a misunderstood artist and this museum was to be his revenge on everyone from his youth who told him he was without talent or taste.  You could say that both Hitler and Goering flattered their own pretensions with the art treasures of Europe.
 
   “That is what Altaussee is for, among other things.  In a sense, it is the Führermuseum.  You are standing in it right now.”
 
   Clark could only shake his head.
 
   Hammett patted the German on the shoulder.  “Thank you, Herr Müller.  You may go.”
 
   Müller raised his lantern in a kind of salute to the three Americans and turned to go back up the mineshaft.
 
   “Just a second,” Clark said to Müller.  “You mentioned seeing crates with Goering’s initials come through here.  I haven’t seen any yet.  Are they still here?”
 
   “As far as I know, yes,” Müller replied.
 
   “Any that are painted red in any way or stamped with red lettering?”
 
   Müller thought for a moment.
 
   “Perhaps,” he answered.  “That does sound familiar, but as you well know, there are thousands of objects and crates in here.  I can’t be sure.”
 
   He raised his lantern again and headed up the tunnel.
 
   “Nothing shocks me anymore,” DeLuca said.  “But, damn, what an egomaniac Hitler was.  Robbing all of Europe’s museums to build a monument to himself.  And for what?  Just to eat a bullet in a hole in the ground?”
 
   Hammett grunted in agreement.  “Listen, there’s something else,” he said.  “It’s about the Russians.”
 
   “Still not cooperating?” Clark asked.
 
   “You could say that,” Hammett replied.  “We’ve been quietly collecting intelligence on the Russians while we pull together our evidence on the Nazis.  Nothing too obvious, but they’ve been acting weird—or weirder—so we’ve been asked to keep our eyes open.  It turns out that they have their own Monuments Men that have been attached to the Red Army.  But they’re not there to do the same job you’re doing.”
 
   “No?”
 
   “No.  They are absolutely cleaning out everything that they can find.  Every factory, every library, furniture from houses—even the damn birth records at town hall—everything.  And of course all the art they can get their hands on.”
 
   “What are they doing with it?” Clark asked.
 
   Hammett jerked a thumb over his shoulder.  “On a train to Moscow.”
 
   “Jesus,” Clark breathed.
 
   “Uh huh.  And you know of course that if the rumors from Yalta are true, we are standing in the Soviet Zone of occupation right now.”
 
   “I do.”
 
   “Well, our mission has changed slightly, you and I,” Hammett said.  “We are now to remove anything we can from the Soviet Zone before the Russians figure out what’s going on.  You have to empty this mine by the first of July.  And I am to round up everyone connected with this place and hide them in Munich so Uncle Joe doesn’t find out about them.  Word’s going out to all the rest of the ALIU and to your guys to speed it up and clean it out.”
 
   Clark sighed.  “I thought the race was over when the Germans surrendered last month.  Now you’re telling me it’s still on, it’s just that our opponents have changed.”
 
   “Indeed.”
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   Vienna, Austria
 
   July, 1945
 
    
 
   Natalia Zharova would have been happy to stay in Merkers.  Even though there was nothing for her there, at least she was free from her commanding officer, Lieutenant Colonel Veselovsky.  Now he was in Vienna, having somehow parlayed his ‘discovery’ of the Dresden Gallery into an assignment with Marshall Konev, who was now military governor of the Soviet occupation zone in Austria.  
 
   Veselovsky had recalled Zharova back to the 37th Trophy Brigade, she assumed for the purpose of humiliating her for finding nothing at Merkers.  The truth, of course, was that the Americans had simply beaten them, a fact that Zharova would be sure to bring up at the most inopportune time for Veselovsky, perhaps in front of Konev himself.
 
   Today, however, she had a much more immediate chance to get one over on Veselovsky.  Captain Chuzhoi, one of the SMERSH men she had traveled with to Merkers, had told her about a planned interrogation of a Viennese museum official.  No one in SMERSH cared about Veselovsky or the proper chain of command in the Trophy Brigades—they wanted glory as much as anyone else.  It was in this capacity that they thought Zharova might be useful and so she was allowed to sit in on the interrogation.
 
   They were in one of the few buildings in Vienna that had survived the Red Army’s April siege intact.  Three SMERSH men—including Chuzhoi—sat around one end of a polished table that gleamed with the early afternoon light.  An Austrian named Leo Schwartz sat at the far end, looking like a man before the firing squad.  His gray hair looked wind-blown and his eyes shifted from one interrogator to another.  Zharova stood in the corner and listened.
 
   “And so as the … what did you say … assistant something-or-other?” Chuzhoi asked in German.
 
   Schwartz fiddled with his wedding band.
 
   “Assistant conservator,” he replied.
 
   “Right, so you say,” Chuzhoi said.  “As an assistant conservator at the Museum of Art History, what is your connection to this so-called Führermuseum to be built in Linz?”  
 
   “The head conservator at the museum said I had been selected—by whom I do not know—to work on the collection once the Führer- … the Linz museum … was built,” Schwartz answered.
 
   “Tell us about this collection,” one of the SMERSH men demanded.
 
   “All I know is that it was to have many thousands of pieces, including hundreds of etchings—my specialty.”
 
   “Where is the collection now?” Zharova asked.  Chuzhoi shot her an annoyed look but she ignored him.
 
   “In a salt mine,” Schwartz said.  
 
   Zharova felt her heart sink.  Chuzhoi, slumping in his chair, couldn’t hide his disappointment either.
 
   “The Kaiseroda mine in Merkers, Germany?” Chuzhoi asked.
 
   “No!” Schwartz almost shouted.  He looked happy to be offering something useful.  “A mine here in Austria!  In Altaussee, near the lake.  I’d say 300 kilometers from here, no more.”
 
   Another SMERSH lieutenant pulled out a map of Austria and found Altaussee.
 
   “In our zone,” he muttered to the others.  Altaussee was west of Vienna, in an area of Austria that, because it had no industrial installations to loot, Stalin hadn’t ordered the Red Army to enter.
 
   Zharova, her emotions whipsawing, now imagined a Merkers-like find of her very own.
 
   “Is this repository intact?” she asked.
 
   Schwartz nodded.  “As far as I know.”
 
   “Get the truck!” Zharova shouted to no one in particular, and turned to leave.  She stopped and glared at Schwartz.  “How do I know that you aren’t just making this up?  Why would a lowly assistant know about this secret repository?”
 
   “The man in charge of the Linz project—both the Führermuseum and hiding the collection in Altaussee—is an old friend of mine.  We went to university together.”
 
   Zharova’s eyes narrowed.  “What’s his name?”
 
   Schwartz got the happy look again.  “He is the Dresden Gallery director, Hermann Voss!”
 
   Zharova’s face felt hot.
 
   “That clever bastard!” she shouted, catching Chuzhoi’s eye.  He looked like an animal that had gotten the scent of its prey.
 
   “I’ll get the truck,” he said with a grin.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Clark sat on a granite block, watching a convoy of empty trucks rumble into the mine yard, returning early from the Munich collecting point.  In the year since D-Day, he had had many daydreams about the comforts of home: eating a Sunday turkey dinner, going to a show with Lilly.  After weeks of 18-hour days evacuating the mine at Altaussee, every one of his daydreams was about sleep.  Now, as the M54 trucks parked in a row, he fantasized about putting a hammock up in the back yard of his house in Brookline.  He pictured himself swaying between his two maple trees, a book on his chest and a bottle of cold beer on the ground beside him.
 
   DeLuca approached with Müller by his side.  DeLuca looked as tired as Clark felt—dark circles under his heavy-lidded eyes.
 
   “Yes, Lieutenant Clark,” Müller said.  “You wanted to see me?”
 
   “I did,” Clark said with a yawn.  “It’s Captain Clark, by the way.  I haven’t gotten around to putting the double bars on.  Or the single silver one before that.  Anyway, I wanted to ask you about Herman Goering’s shipment.  You said you’ve seen several crates marked ‘H.G.’ here, but we haven’t found a single one.”
 
   “You have many more items waiting to be removed, haven’t you?” Müller asked.
 
   Clark nodded, yawning again.
 
   “Then they may still be down there, somewhere,” Müller suggested.
 
   “We have about two hundred objects remaining in the mine,” Clark replied.  “But we’ve looked them all over and there’s not a single ‘H.G.’ crate to be found.”
 
   “That’s odd.  I know I saw several being carried down into one of the far chambers,” Müller replied.  “Why do you ask?  I’d say you have your hands full even without those crates.”
 
   “I’ve taken a special interest in the ERR’s looting in France,” Clark answered.  “Is there anyone else besides you that would have been able to take anything out of the mine?”
 
   Müller shrugged.
 
   “A man named Hermann Voss was the director of the Sonderauftrag Linz—the special group in charge of the Führermuseum,” he said. “But Voss only came to Altaussee once that I can remember, and he didn’t take anything out.  He never went deeper into the mine than the first chamber.  Other than Voss … ”
 
   Müller stopped and shook his head with a scowl.
 
   “Yes?” Clark prompted.
 
   “That peacock,” he muttered.  “Weiding.”
 
   “Explain, please.”
 
   “Jürgen von Weiding,” Müller continued.  “A civilian, though he always wore a bizarre dress uniform from a military unit no one could identify—bright scarlet tunic, gold sash, medals everywhere.  He wore a black eyepatch, but I wouldn’t be surprised if it was just for show.  He was part of the Sonderauftrag Linz.”
 
   “And he had access to the mine’s contents?” Clark asked.
 
   “He did,” Müller nodded.  “He was in charge of the photo albums that they prepared for Hitler—pictures of the artworks that he might select for the Führermuseum.  Occasionally von Weiding would go down into one of the mine’s restoration workshops to bring works out.  Even though he was Hitler’s man for the Linz project, he also had some connection to Goering.  More than a connection—he idolized him.  Probably why he dressed like such a pompous fool, just like the Reichsmarschall.  It was odd since Hitler and Goering would often compete for art, but there was von Weiding in the middle of it.  He may have brought those ‘H.G.’ crates out at Goering’s request.”
 
   Clark wrote the man’s name down in his pocket notebook.
 
   “Any idea where von Weiding is now?” Clark asked.
 
   Müller shrugged.
 
   “I haven’t seen him in quite a while—since the tide of the war began to turn several months ago.  My guess is that he holed up in his home with his wife once things started looking bad for Germany.  He may still be there.  It’s a castle on Lake Traunsee, here in the Salzkammergut.  Schloss Grasberg is the name.” 
 
   Clark thanked Müller and dismissed him.
 
   DeLuca sat down next to Clark and rubbed his eyes.
 
   “Bad news from our friend Colonel Berwin,” DeLuca said.  “In order to speed up the return of the trucks from the Munich Collecting Point, they decided not to make them wait while the previous load was unpacked.”
 
   Clark pointed at the dozen trucks parked in the yard.
 
   “So they’re all empty?  I mean empty-empty—no packaging materials?”
 
   “Right.”
 
   “Son of a bitch,” Clark sighed.  “How are we supposed to hurry up and finish the job when we don’t have the packaging?”
 
   “They say we have to make do with what we have,” DeLuca replied.
 
   “What we have is scraps left over from the last transfer,” Clark said.  “I get my trucks early, but I can’t load them.  We’re going to have over a hundred men sitting around here doing nothing.”
 
   “That’s the other bad news,” DeLuca continued.  “They want this place cleared by sundown today.  2100.”
 
   “What’s so special about today?” Clark asked.  “Why the sudden deadline?”
 
   DeLuca shrugged.
 
   Clark shook his head.  He stood up and stretched.
 
   “I don’t see how we can possibly load two hundred objects with no packaging by 2100 tomorrow, much less today.  But … let’s see how far we get.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Zharova and Chuzhoi bounced along the road to Altaussee in the boxy, wooden cabin of their ZIS-5 truck.  She could hear laughter from the SMERSH men sitting in the cargo area.  Like Chuzhoi, they all wore the blue peaked cap of the NKVD Commissariat, the parent organization of SMERSH.  Rather than blend in with regular Red Army uniforms, they chose to stand out.  To Zharova, they were all assassins and torturers until proven otherwise, but seeing their blue caps bobbing through the rear window, she thought they looked like baby birds.
 
   The inhabitants of every Austrian village they passed through saw them, too.  White pillowcases and sheets hung from many windows, but rarely did they see any people.  In one village near Kapfenberg, several old women stood on a street corner.  The rumble of the Russian truck surprised them and they scurried indoors as fast as stooped backs and arthritic knees would allow.  The NKVD men laughed.
 
   “We’ll stop by and see you ladies on the way back!” one of them shouted.
 
   “Make yourselves pretty for us!” cackled another.
 
   Though the sky was still bright blue with daylight, the Alps’ mountain peaks blocked their view of the sun.  Zharova didn’t own a wristwatch, but she saw that Chuzhoi wore a German one—undoubtedly a war souvenir.  She asked him for the time.
 
   “Eight o’clock,” he replied, twisting his arm on the steering wheel to look.  “I think.  I’m not sure this watch keeps good time.  The fascist I took it from took quite a beating before I relieved him of it!”
 
   Zharova said nothing, which was enough of a risk.  Saying the wrong thing could get you a bullet in the head from SMERSH.  So could failing to say the right thing.
 
   “Good,” she mumbled after a pause that she hoped wasn’t too long.  She hated herself for letting these people have power over her.
 
   The Salzkammergut map that Zharova held in her lap showed they were getting close.  A part of her was afraid that the Americans might beat her again, but there was no sign of them as Chuzhoi steered around a hairpin turn and began the slow drive up the switchbacks toward Loser and Sandling Mountains, their stony peaks still covered in snow.  Now the thick trees on either side of the narrow road joined the mountaintops in blotting out the sun.  Zharova watched the clear alpine stream that flowed alongside the road, eroding sections of the pavement like the road was but a temporary inconvenience to the eternal water.
 
   They were moving slowly now as they climbed up the mountain, the suspension of the truck heaving with every dip in the road.
 
   “We’re losing daylight,” Zharova said, looking up at the darkening sky.  “Can you go faster?”
 
   Chuzhoi, wrestling with the steering wheel on every bump, grunted.
 
   Gray limestone showed itself between the trees and through the grass on the alpine slopes.  It was the same color as the salt of the Merkers mine and gave Zharova the feeling that her great discovery was within reach.
 
   Soon Zharova spotted a small, stone guardhouse on the left side of the road.  She pointed and told Chuzhoi to stop the truck.  They both stuck their heads out the windows to listen.  Zharova heard the SMERSH men in back checking their weapons.  
 
   After seeing no signs of movement for several minutes, Chuzhoi eased the ZIS-5 forward.
 
   Beyond the empty guardhouse was a low building, made from the same gray limestone, showing no lights or signs of life.  Chuzhoi pulled the truck up to the main entrance of what was probably the mine administration building and switched off the engine.  The SMERSH men jumped over the tailgate, their boots thumping on the ground.  The four men spread out in a tactical formation, their submachine guns shouldered.
 
   Zharova slowly opened the door and got out of the truck.  She listened for any signs of other people, but heard only the wind and the sound of gravel crunching beneath boots.  Unlike Merkers, there was no factory-like building sheltering the entrance to the mine.  
 
   Where could it be? she asked herself, scanning the mine yard and the mountain beyond.
 
   Chuzhoi snapped a drum magazine into his Pepesha and trotted past Zharova to join the other men.
 
   Zharova peeked inside the open door of the mine administration building.  Aside from some papers swirling in the wind, there was no movement inside.
 
   “There!” Chuzhoi shouted.
 
   Zharova’s head snapped around.  Chuzhoi was pointing to a small opening in the side of the mountain.
 
   The mine entrance.
 
   Zharova couldn’t help herself—she smiled.  This was going to be her great triumph.  Even Veselovsky would have to admit that she had done it.  A major repository, in the Soviet zone.
 
   Then she saw something that made her freeze where she stood, a sinking feeling taking over.
 
   Chuzhoi stood in the center of the mine yard, pointing at the entrance.  The other SMERSH men were sprinting over to the opening.
 
   None of them noticed that all around them, the ground was covered in tire tracks that criss-crossed the yard.  And thousands of boot prints.
 
   Zharova knew from Merkers exactly what it meant.  
 
   Americans.
 
   They had been here already.  And they were gone.
 
   “Chyort voz’mi!” Zharova screamed.  She stomped her foot like an angry child.
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   Vienna, Austria
 
    
 
   David Lyon eased his rented Mercedes E-Class onto the A2 autobahn outside Vienna while Beth talked on her phone.  He sipped his fourth cup of coffee, trying to wake up after the early morning flight out of Moscow.
 
   “The map you should have in your inbox—I sent the picture to you after we landed,” Beth said, talking to a journalist friend in Moscow.  “I also sent you pictures of the inside cover and first page.  I’m in the car now, but I’ll take more photos of the diary pages and send them to you on the drive to Altaussee.”
 
   Michael Ritter was the Moscow bureau chief for an online news site; Beth had met him while researching her first story on art restitution.
 
   “You don’t need to type up a translation or anything, you can just call me and read it over the phone if it seems relevant.  Don’t bother if it’s not,” she said.  “There’s at least a hundred pages of notes written in this diary so I’m going to have to guess which pages I should send you.”
 
   Lyon accelerated to the 130 kph limit and passed a minivan.
 
   “Uh huh.  Okay, great.” She gave Lyon a thumbs-up and made a note on a scrap of paper.  “I’ll send you some pages here in a few minutes.  Call me if they’re worth talking about, text me if they’re not.  Thanks, Michael.”
 
   Beth tapped the screen to end the call.
 
   “Michael says the diary belonged to a Russian Trophy Brigade officer named Natalia Zharova,” she said.  “The first page was about Dresden and an art repository that she found in a cave.”
 
   “Alright,” Lyon replied.  “So, we may be on to something.  The Altaussee map was in her diary, so she probably had something to do with it.”
 
   “Well, yes … but that doesn’t mean there’s any connection between Zharova and that shipping manifest with G46 on it,” Beth explained.  “We found the diary with those documents, but that could be a coincidence.  That’s a pretty slender reed to base this trip to Altaussee on.”
 
   “Maybe, maybe not,” Lyon shrugged.  “That weird diagram of lines and numbers was on both documents.”
 
   “That’s true,” Beth admitted
 
   Lyon glanced at the map on his phone.
 
   “We’ll be there in two hours,” he said.
 
   “Two hours and sixty years too late,” she replied.  “It’s not like were going to find some hidden chamber in the mine with a crate of famous paintings in it.”
 
   Lyon gave her an annoyed look.
 
   “I realize that—I’m not delusional,” he said.  “I want to walk around the place, see if there’s anything or anyone there that can help.  Plus, it gives us something to do while your friend translates the diary.”
 
   “Whatever you say,” Beth answered.  “I’m not going to argue with a first-class trip through Austria.” 
 
   “That’s the spirit.”
 
   Beth punched him in the arm.  “Maybe we should search Tahiti next?”
 
   Lyon snorted.
 
   Beth opened the diary, flipped through the pages and took some photos with her phone.  
 
   “Okay, ten more pages to Michael,” she said, tapping the screen.  “Now I’m going to take a nap.  Wake me when we get there.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The Anvil bristled at the idea of being a chauffeur to the two FSB men.  Luckily, they knew who he was and what he did for the Moscow bosses, so they didn’t speak to him.  Or look him in the eye.
 
   His orders were to rent the car in his name so there would be nothing to link the FSB to this trip.  As always, he followed orders.
 
   It was his first time outside Russia and he didn’t like it.  His knives and pistol had to stay in Moscow, leaving him unarmed.  The FSB agents had their guns somehow, so now he had to rely on them to make the kills—another indignity.
 
   The Anvil didn’t know where he was going, with the damned German roadsigns, but he maintained a constant speed, keeping the white Mercedes sedan in view.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Turn left,” Lyon’s phone said.  He complied.
 
   Sandling Mountain loomed ahead with its sharp contrast between the green tree line and the gray limestone peak dotted with snow.
 
   They passed a sign that read “Salzwelten Altaussee” and soon they were in the main yard of the Altaussee salt mine.  Lyon found a parking spot and brought the Mercedes to a stop next to several tour buses parked in a row.  After spending so much time researching and reading about Merkers and Altaussee in the 1940s, it was jarring to see modern cars parked in the lot and tourists glued to their smartphones.
 
   Lyon looked over at Beth reclined in the passenger seat, sound asleep with her hair going in every direction.  He thought about when he first met her in that hotel lobby and how she had looked in her workout clothes.  Since that day, she had switched to jeans and a t-shirt, but the effect on him was the same.
 
   Several conflicting thoughts and emotions arose within him.
 
   Am I single? Am I interested?  That’s a stupid question.  Should I be interested?
 
   Beth opened her eyes.
 
   “What?” she asked, looking alarmed and instantly awake.  “Something happen?”
 
   “Ah … nothing. I was checking to see if you were still asleep,” he mumbled.  “We’re here.”
 
   They got out of the car and followed the throng of tourists toward a yellow building where Lyon bought two tickets for the next tour.  Everyone was issued white coveralls to protect their clothes from the salt. 
 
   While they waited for the tour to begin, Lyon took in his surroundings and imagined what it might have been like in 1945.  Then, as now, it was a working salt mine, but instead of tourists the grounds would have been swarming with soldiers, trucks, wooden crates, sculptures wrapped in straw and blankets.  An almost industrial scene—except that it was priceless art being pulled out of this mountain in the Austrian Alps, not salt.
 
   Beth straightened the collar of Lyon’s coverall.
 
   “Much better,” she said with a wink.  “Now you look more like a … person who’s come here with no real specific purpose.”
 
   “Oh, shut up,” Lyon retorted, then had an idea.  “Hey—let me see that map from the diary.”
 
   Beth pulled up the picture of it on her phone.  Lyon compared it to the map he had been given with the tickets.
 
   Standing here at the base of Sandling Mountain with the mine entrance ahead, Lyon could now make sense of the old map.  It was a cutaway view from above, with the main entrance shaft in the middle and many tunnels and chambers branching off deeper into the mine.  The tourist map only had the main tunnel and a few of the chambers that were on the tour, but they looked the same.
 
   “Look,” Lyon said, holding the tour map next to Beth’s phone.  “They match.”
 
   Beth nodded.
 
   “They do.”  She swiped across the screen to focus on the corner of the map with the coded lines.  “Now we just need to figure out what this is.”
 
   A bell rang to signify the start of the next tour.  Lyon and Beth joined the crowd shuffling to the mine entrance.
 
   “Let’s hope your friend Michael comes through for us,” Lyon said.
 
   “Let’s hope Natalia Zharova comes through for us,” Beth corrected him.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lyon’s focus at Altaussee was on the artworks the Germans had stored in the mine, his mother’s painting possibly among them, but there was much more to the tour than that part of its history.  The mine had been worked continuously for hundreds of years, sluicing water down massive tunnels to carry the salt away to the valley below.  Some of these sluices were now part of the tour, converted into massive slides.  The tunnels echoed with screaming and laughter as tourists sped down them.
 
   One tunnel opened up to an enormous chamber that held an underground lake, with a round island in the middle.  Their guide explained that it was used as a stage for underground concerts and light shows.  Another chamber contained an altar dedicated to Saint Barbara, made entirely out of brick-sized chunks of reddish salt. 
 
   At last they came to a chamber that looked as it must have in 1945.  The wooden floor and storage racks the Germans had build during the war were still there.  The racks held large wooden crates with stenciled words the tour guide translated as ‘Attention - Marble - Do Not Drop.’  These once held, not marble, but the 500 kilogram bombs placed in the mine by August Eigruber, the Austrian Nazi who was determined to follow Hitler’s Nero Decree—his order to destroy everything.
 
   The guide spent a few minutes telling the story of how the Germans had used mines throughout the area to store art for safekeeping during the war.  Lyon noted that the massive theft perpetrated by the Nazis was part of the presentation, as was the heroic role of the Monuments Men, but there was no mention of the Soviet Trophy Brigades.
 
   “Amazing,” Beth said as they came back out into the sunlight.  “Imagine it’s 1945 and you’re one of the Monuments Men going down there for the first time.  All you know is that there’s a tunnel going into a mountain.  You don’t know who or what’s in there, and then you find room after room of masterpieces and treasures stacked up like cordwood—Michelangelos, Vermeers, Hitler’s whole fantasy museum down in a hole.”
 
   “Now aren’t you glad we came here?” Lyon asked.
 
   Beth nodded.  “Oh, wait, I almost forgot.”  She took her phone out.  “No service down there.”
 
   She checked for a missed call or message.
 
   “Hold on—text from Michael.  He says: ‘Not too much on the pages you sent.  Zharova was at Altaussee.  It says the Americans beat her again, the place was cleaned out before she got there.  Bottom of last page I have says she sent SMERSH men to interrogate locals to see what they know.  Send me the next few pages after that.  Might be something there.’ ”
 
   They handed in their coveralls and walked back to the car so Beth could send more diary pages to Michael.
 
   Lyon pressed the unlock button on the Mercedes key fob.  As the door locks clicked, there was a rustling noise in the bushes beyond the parking lot.  
 
   Lyon froze, unable to process what he was seeing.
 
   It was a face with a barbed wire tattoo across the forehead, writing under the eyes and a star on the chin. 
 
   The killer from the Beer Tower at St. Sergius was running toward him.  A foot away from Lyon, he raised his arm, bent with forearm extended, like he was going to crush Lyon’s windpipe with it.
 
   The second that Lyon stood frozen with incomprehension saved him.  
 
   Just as the killer’s arm would have made contact with his throat, Lyon finally reacted and stepped away from the car.  The Russian leapt with his final step and met nothing but air.  He landed against the side of the Mercedes, his floating rib smashing into the side mirror.  He let out a roar and stumbled.
 
   Beth shouted something Lyon couldn’t understand.  His hearing had somehow become muffled.  He yelled at her to get in the car.  With a quick glance, he saw that none of the tourists had made their way back to the buses.  They were alone in this remote corner of the parking lot.
 
   Time seemed to slow down for Lyon.  He saw the killer start to recover from his stumble, his head turning as he sought to lunge again at Lyon.
 
   Before the Russian could regain his footing, Lyon reached back as far as his arm would go and struck the killer’s temple with the heel of his palm.  The blow landed with more force than he thought possible, bouncing the killer’s head into the door of the Mercedes and leaving a dent in the metal.
 
   The Russian wasn’t knocked unconscious, but he was dazed and had a look of staring without seeing.  On hands and knees in the dirt, he shook his head and blinked.
 
   Lyon didn’t wait—he kicked him in the ribs with all his strength, feeling the power of an adrenaline surge drive through his body, crunching bone and bruising flesh.  He dropped his weight into an elbow aimed at the man’s kidneys.  
 
   The Russian collapsed flat in the dirt, the impact with the ground forcing the air out of his lungs with an audible pop.
 
   Lyon jumped on his back, kneeling on the killer’s shoulders to pin him to the ground.  With his fist he pounded the back of the man’s head, smashing his face into the dirt over and over.
 
   What had started out as instinctual self-defense—almost disconnected and emotionless—was now a beating driven by rage.
 
   Lyon punched the Russian in the head again and again—even as he felt the killer’s body go limp beneath him—not because he had attacked him here in a salt mine parking lot and not because he had murdered Sasha and the museum guard.
 
   Lyon felt an animal viciousness take over as he poured out his anger on the Russian.  Anger that the world should go on when his daughter was dead.  Anger over the end of his marriage.  Anger that this quest for his mother’s painting was neither succeeding nor giving him any satisfaction of purpose or meaning. 
 
   Lyon felt a pull on his shoulders.  He ignored it and kept hitting the Russian.  The pull got stronger until he realized it was Beth trying to stop him.  She was screaming in his ear but he didn’t hear it until he saw her next to him.
 
   “David, stop!”
 
   Seeing her snapped him out of his tunnel-vision focus on the Russian.  Lyon slid off the unconscious man and staggered to his feet.
 
   He looked down at his hands.  They were bloodied, with ragged bits of skin hanging off of his knuckles.
 
   Lyon went to reach for the door handle of the Mercedes, but he couldn’t open the car door—his hands were shaking and his fingers didn't seem to work.
 
   “Get in on the other side,” Beth ordered.  “I’ll drive.”
 
   He gave her the keys and walked to the passenger door, steadying himself with a hand that smeared a line of blood around the white car.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Waiting a mile down the road, the two FSB agents sat in the car, pulled off into the woods.  One looked at his watch and glanced at the other.
 
   “What should we do?” he asked.  “It’s been too long.”
 
   “Do you want to find that beast and start asking questions?” the second man asked.  “Because I don’t.”
 
   “Maybe he drove the Mercedes the wrong way down this road.”
 
   “I don’t see how.  He walked straight through those woods there to get to the Americans.  He knows to meet us back here.”
 
   They waited in silence for a few more minutes, neither wanting to be the first to suggest they search for The Anvil.
 
   Both men were looking back through the rear window, waiting for the Mercedes to appear with the tattooed killer behind the wheel.
 
   At last, the white car pulled out onto the road.
 
   “Finally,” said the FSB man behind the wheel.  
 
   As he turned to start the car and follow, he jumped as he noticed The Anvil standing a foot away from their front bumper.
 
   The sight of the killer with his dusty, bloodied face and clothes was the most unexpected thing either man had ever seen.
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   Bad Goisern, Austria
 
   July, 1945
 
    
 
   Clark and DeLuca had followed the convoy of trucks as far as the market town of Bad Goisern, twenty kilometers west of Altaussee.  
 
   Two hundred objects were on their way to Munich, wrapped in blankets and coats—even straw from a nearby dairy farm.  At first Clark saw the order to empty the repository as ridiculous.  It ended up being just the challenge they needed to finish the job.  Now Clark had the time to pursue a more personal mission—Goering’s crates had been here, and now they just might be with von Weiding.  If the G46 crate was with them, with its unknown Manet, Clark had to find it.
 
   Taking a chance, they spent the night at a small inn overlooking the Traun River rather than searching for an Army billet.  They needn’t have worried—the innkeeper and his wife were both eager to be friendly and helpful to their only guests.  Clark had wondered if they would have given them the same reception just a few short weeks ago.
 
   In the morning, they fended off the innkeeper’s offers of left-over bits of cake and black market sausages and got into the big Mercedes.  Following the hand-drawn map Müller had made for them, along with some directions from the innkeeper, Clark and DeLuca headed north for the short drive to find Schloss Grasberg and Jürgen von Weiding.
 
   Soon they were speeding along Lake Traunsee with Traunstein Mountain in the background, towering above the blue-green water.  They both enjoyed the sun’s warmth on their faces as the powerful black Cabriolet barreled down the road, top down.
 
   “It’s like the war never happened,” DeLuca shouted over the wind, slowing the car to enjoy the scenery.  Small villages clung to the alpine slopes on the edge of the lake.  None showed any signs of damage and there was not a soldier or military vehicle in sight.
 
   “Well, if this ends up in the Soviet zone of occupation, they’re going to feel like the war has come to them,” Clark replied.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Zharova glared at the small man cowering before Chuzhoi, though she felt sorry for him.  The other four SMERSH men stood around the man’s kitchen table, their rifles at the ready, fingers on triggers.  None of them were in good spirits after spending the night sleeping on the floor of the Altaussee mine administration building, especially after losing to the Americans again.  Chuzhoi was shouting.
 
   “We know you worked at the mine!  Your neighbor told us as much before she pissed herself!”  
 
   Uwe Aretz licked his lips.  If it weren’t for his gray hair, his fat red cheeks would have made him look like a boy.
 
   “Yes, yes.  I am a mining engineer,” he said in a quiet voice.
 
   “A mining engineer just back from raping our motherland?” Chuzhoi asked.
 
   “No!” Uwe half-answered, half-pleaded.  He patted his chest.  “I have a bad heart.  They wouldn’t accept me for conscription.  I have been here for the whole war, mining salt.”
 
   “Mining salt and helping the Americans plunder priceless art?”
 
   “They were not plundering, no,” Aretz replied.  “They carefully removed everything and are protecting it in Munich.”
 
   Chuzhoi sneered and poked Aretz in the chest.
 
   “ ‘Protecting’?  I don’t think so.”  Chuzhoi said.  Lowering his voice, he smiled and sat down next to Aretz.  “Tell me friend, did they miss anything?  Hmm?  Maybe a room down there you didn’t tell them about?  Something you were keeping just for yourself?  Hoping to sell once you had the chance?”
 
   “No!”
 
   “We can examine the mine and see if what you are saying is true,” Zharova said.  “Is there a map?”
 
   Aretz nodded but looked from Chuzhoi to Zharova to the SMERSH men with their Pepeshas.  He looked afraid to move.
 
   “Get it!” Chuzhoi shouted.
 
   Aretz staggered to his feet and scurried off to his study in the next room.  Chuzhoi followed him.  He returned, Aretz’s collar in one hand, a folded map in the other.  Shoving Aretz back in his chair, Chuzhoi spread the map out on the table.
 
   Zharova leaned in and looked the map over.  It showed the face of the Sandling Mountain as a straight line, with a main tunnel leading deep into the mountain.  Many more tunnels branched off the main line, with nearly two dozen irregular shapes that must be chambers.
 
   Zharova shook her head.
 
   “It’s too big,” she said.  “We need more men—the six of us cannot possibly search the entire mine.”
 
   That meant notifying Veselovsky, something Zharova hoped to avoid, but she didn’t want to leave Altaussee without searching the mine.  Maybe the Americans had missed something.  There could be a masterpiece for her to find just as she had discovered the Sistine Madonna in Cotta.
 
   What else? she asked herself.
 
   A corner of the map was turned up at the crease in the paper.  She smoothed it down.
 
   In the lower right corner of the map, the title block of the drawing contained a date and Aretz’s name.  It was in black ink, as was the rest of the map, which was clearly a printed copy.  Above the title block was a series of lines, hand-drawn in ink.  Some were parallel, some intersecting, with numbers written at each end and a dot above one of the lines.
 
   “What is this?” Zharova asked Aretz, pointing.
 
   He licked his lips but didn’t answer, looking down at the map.
 
   Zharova could sense that Chuzhoi was about to yell again.  She caught his eye and shook her head.
 
   “Tell me what this is,” she said.  “I can tell that you know what it is.  Tell me.”
 
   Aretz muttered something.  It sounded like “to hell with him.”
 
   “It is a map,” he sighed.  “The lines are streets, the numbers are coded versions of the street names.  I don’t remember how the code works, but it doesn’t matter because I know where it is.  It is the center of Altmünster.”
 
   “What is the significance of the map?” Zharova asked.  “What is special about this place?”
 
   Aretz put his finger on the dot in the center of the lines.
 
   “Something about this spot.  I don’t know what it is—they never told me,” he said.  He drew his finger along the lines.  “This street is Teichwiesweg.  This one is Salzkammergut Strasse.  It goes along Lake Traunsee.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The picturesque view of Traunstein Mountain rising straight up out of the blue alpine lake didn’t fill Zharova with wonder at its beauty.  She looked at the small wooden houses lining Traunsee and felt nothing but contempt for the people who were able to hide from the war amongst the pretty scenery.  While she was hiding from German artillery in the basement of The Hermitage, eating soup made from glue, these people were probably skiing and drinking hot chocolate.  
 
   “Faster,” she said to Chuzhoi, who grunted and floored the ZIS-5.
 
   They were down to the last of their fuel, but Zharova had insisted that they drive the sixty kilometers from Altaussee to Altmünster.  Only something very important would be hidden behind a coded map—and one written on a real-life treasure map at that.
 
   When they pulled in to Altmünster, it seemed deserted like all the other villages they had driven through.  Zharova didn’t know if the people were gone or hiding and she didn’t care.
 
   They continued along Salzkammergut Strasse until they came to the cross street Aretz named—Teichwiesweg.  Chuzhoi stopped the truck and they all got out.
 
   On one side of Salzkammergut Strasse, green fields sloped down to the blue waters of Lake Traunsee.  On the other, a large white hotel dominated the street, with a small building of storefronts to its left.
 
   Zharova held up the Altaussee map and compared the lines of the coded map with the streets.  The dot appeared to be right where the storefronts were.
 
   She crossed the street to get a closer look, checking the map again.
 
   This is it, she thought.  There’s nothing here but this building.
 
   The building was a single story with a Reichsadler clutching a swastika at each corner and four shops along the front.  One was a gift shop, its merchandise collecting dust in the dark.  Two were empty and one was a bakery that looked open for business but for its empty shelves and no one behind the counter.
 
   What could be so important about these little shops? she wondered.
 
   Zharova walked back and forth in front of the building, looking for something to jump out at her.
 
   Chuzhoi and the other SMERSH men leaned against the truck.  Zharova could feel their stares.
 
   Not another dead end.  Please.
 
   Again she walked along the storefronts.  She checked the side of the building and looked behind.  Nothing but brick walls, nothing unusual.
 
   Feeling despair taking over, she tried to think of some face-saving way to get out of this.  Veselovsky would hear about the Americans beating her again and now she had compounded her failure by dragging these men out here, without enough fuel to get back to Vienna.
 
   She checked the map again, now hearing the men whispering across the street.  The dot had to be this building.  
 
   What am I missing?
 
   She peered into the plate glass window of the gift shop.  Like the other three, it was small enough that she could see the back wall.  There were no hidden rooms.  The door was locked, but it wouldn’t be difficult to break the glass and enter the store if she wanted to.  Next to the glass door was another made of wood, like a million entryways in every city of the world where shopkeepers lived above their stores.
 
   Zharova put her hand on the wooden door.
 
   That’s not right, she thought, trying the knob.  Locked.  She stepped back a few feet and looked up at the building.  
 
   It was only one story.  
 
   She turned and pointed to the door with a satisfied look.
 
   “No apartment,” she said.  “Where does that door lead?”
 
   Chuzhoi understood right away.  He ordered the SMERSH men to break it down.
 
   One of them kicked it with the sole of his heavy boot.  Zharova would have expected it to come crashing down, but it didn’t move.
 
   They began to smash the butts of their rifles against the wood, the hinges and the knob.
 
   All they were able to accomplish was splintering some of the wood along the doorjamb.
 
   “Stop!” Zharova shouted and ran her finger along the crack they had just made.  She pulled away a strip, a thin layer of wood, exposing the steel behind it.
 
   Chuzhoi and his men began tearing at the wood and soon they had peeled it all away.
 
   They now stood before a solid steel door that looked like it had been put there when the building was constructed.  The hinges wouldn’t break, the knob wouldn’t yield, so they attacked the brick surrounding the door.
 
   “This should do it,” Chuzhoi said, producing an F-1 limonka grenade from his field jacket.  He placed it along the lower edge of the door and pulled the pin.
 
   They ran around the side of the building and put their fingers in their ears.
 
   The blast shook the ground and the building.  Returning to the door, they saw that the solid steel door, while scorched, was undamaged.  The surrounding brick, however, was blasted apart.  The men began pulling the loose bricks out until there was a hole big enough to climb through.  Zharova ran to the truck and got a flashlight.
 
   After climbing through the hole one by one, they were now in a dark, narrow corridor that sloped down with a steep grade.  Zharova shined her light ahead and guessed that the corridor passed below ground level by the time it reached the rear of the building.  That’s why she didn’t notice it when she checked behind the building.  Whatever this passage led to, it was underground.
 
   They walked, single file, following the beam of Zharova’s flashlight.  At least a hundred yards down, the light bounced off metal straight ahead.  It was two more steel doors, locked and blocking the way.  Chuzhoi and his men set about trying to dismantle them.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   21
 
   Schloss Grasberg
 
   July, 1945
 
    
 
   The castle garden was the first sign that war had indeed affected the Salzkammergut region of Austria.  A long rectangle with stone paths that radiated out from a circular pool, what was once tended by a staff of gardeners had long been neglected.  Shrubs and grass were overgrown, topiaries had abandoned their careful shapes and the pool’s water was green with algae.
 
   DeLuca pulled the car onto the gravel in front of Schloss Grasberg’s cathedral-like entrance.  Two tall sandstone spires cast shadows that reached the far end of the garden.  
 
   “It’s open,” Clark noticed.  The heavy wooden door stood ajar in the Gothic arch entrance, a laughing gargoyle sitting atop the keystone.
 
   Clark and DeLuca got out of the car and approached the doorway, Clark taking his Colt 1911 out of its holster.  For the first time since setting foot in Europe, he cocked the hammer.
 
   DeLuca pushed the door open and stuck his head in.
 
   “Herr von Weiding?” he asked.  There was no reply but the echo of his voice off stone.  They went inside.
 
   The entranceway opened up to the castle’s great hall with dark wooden posts and beams giving it a rustic look.  One of the long walls contained a fireplace tall enough to stand in, a few half-burned logs laying cold inside.  Arranged around the fireplace were several wooden settees and two armchairs.
 
   Seated in the armchairs were a man and a woman, both dead.
 
   The man, slumped over the armrest, wore a bright red uniform tunic with a gold sash across the front and a chest-full of medals.  When he saw the back eyepatch, Clark knew it was von Weiding.  His wife, dressed in an ivory lace gown and elbow-length white satin gloves, sat upright in the chair, a diamond necklace glittering in the sunlight that streamed in from windows above.  Her sightless eyes stared into the fireplace.
 
   On a table between them, an opened bottle of French champagne and two glasses stood next to a brown bottle with a label that read ‘Zyanid.’
 
   Cyanide.
 
   “We found him,” DeLuca said.  “That was easy.”
 
   The odor of decomposition hit Clark, wafting across the cavernous room.  He and DeLuca each held a sleeve across their nose and began the search of the castle.
 
   The first room they checked was von Weiding’s study, off the great hall.  It was a wood paneled room with another enormous fireplace, but the hearth was blocked by wooden crates stacked to the ceiling.  Several showed ‘A.H., Linz’ stenciled on the side, like so many like them at Altaussee.  Others had ‘E.R.R.’ on them, but none were marked ‘H.G.’.  Though Clark knew these crates could be full of Vermeers, Dürers or Rembrandts, he left them and moved on.  DeLuca followed with a quizzical look, but said nothing.
 
   At the opposite end of the castle’s great hall was a long hallway that led to the living quarters.  Clark opened every door, half-expecting a sight like the Kemenate at Neuschwanstein—bedroom after bedroom stuffed with treasures.
 
   The rooms were empty.
 
   They came to the kitchen where dirty dishes, pots and pans were stacked everywhere, another sign that servants had long since departed.
 
   Pressing on, Clark was beginning to feel that the hope he had harbored since Paris—that he could discover an unknown Manet amongst the chaos and ruin—was a foolish dream.
 
   Another door beyond the kitchen opened to a storage room with yet more ‘A.H., Linz’ crates.  Still no ‘H.G.’  
 
   Four metal filing cabinets stood on the far wall, covering its width.  The only light came in from a dingy leaded-glass casement window.  In the half-light, Clark opened a drawer in one of the filing cabinets and saw photographs of artworks and several photo albums, no doubt a catalog for Hitler’s perusal.  He knew all of this was a good find, especially with the Russians closing in on the area.  He didn't care.  This was his last lead on the Manet and he was feeling let down by his own expectations.
 
   “Jim,” DeLuca said, pointing to the wall behind the filing cabinets.
 
   “What?” Clark asked, looking the wall over.  Whatever DeLuca was seeing, he couldn’t spot it.
 
   “The mortar,” DeLuca replied.  “It’s lighter on that wall than the rest of the room.”
 
   “I don’t follow.”
 
   “I spotted it right away after all those summers helping my Dad.  That wall is new,” he said, waiting for Clark to catch on.  “A new wall in an old castle and in a room full of stolen art?”
 
   Clark nodded.  “It’s a false wall.”
 
   “I don’t have any tools in the car,” DeLuca said.  “But there’s probably something around here we could use to pick out the mortar and take it down.”
 
   “Don’t worry about it,” Clark said with a dismissive wave.  “Once we get to the Munich collecting point, we can send someone to get all this stuff.  We can’t fit any of it in the Mercedes anyway.”
 
   Then it struck him.
 
   Von Weiding already had more than a dozen crates full of art sitting out in the open, Clark thought.  And not just any crates—ones earmarked for Hitler himself.  If he has something hidden behind a false wall, it must really be special.
 
   Like art set aside for von Weiding’s idol, Hermann Goering.
 
   “Forget what I said!” Clark exclaimed, running out of the room.  “There’s got to be something in the kitchen we can use!”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The underground tunnel was now musty and damp, but Zharova was glad the slope had leveled out, making the walk on the slippery concrete easier.  She had fallen twice already—the second time she had almost broken her flashlight.  Now and then the beam would flicker out until she shook it to bring the light on again.
 
   “How far do you think we’ve gone?” she asked Chuzhoi.
 
   He shrugged.  “Maybe a hundred meters total.  Thirty or forty since that last set of doors.”
 
   Opening the two doors inside the tunnel had proven much more difficult than the one on the outside of the building.  Chuzhoi carried another grenade, but it was too dangerous to use inside the tunnel, so his men had nothing to dismantle the steel doors with but rifle butts and combat knives.  They had done it, though it had taken nearly an hour and resulted in bloodied hands and splintered Pepesha stocks.
 
   “We must be getting closer,” Zharova muttered.
 
   “Closer to what?” one of the SMERSH men asked, drawing a sharp look from Chuzhoi.
 
   “People don’t build secret tunnels with locked steel doors unless they have something valuable to hide,” Zharova replied.
 
   At that, all the SMERSH men let out a groan, Chuzhoi included.
 
   “What?”  Zharova asked, confused.  “All I said was … ”
 
   Then she saw it.
 
   Ten meters ahead, another set of steel doors blocked the way.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Clark and DeLuca used pieces of the von Weiding’s silver set to dig mortar out from between the stones.  The mortar was mostly dry, but not cured enough that they couldn’t scrape it out with spoons and knives.  They had pulled one of the filing cabinets away from the wall and were trying to take two chest-high stones out of the wall.
 
   “One or two ought to do it,” DeLuca said.  “If we can push them in or lever them out, we should be able to pull the rest down by hand.”
 
   “Let’s try out and not in,” Clark replied.  “We don’t know what’s in there or how well it’s protected.  I don’t want to push a stone through a canvas or on top of a delicate sculpture.”
 
   “Good point, though it’s going to be harder that way, and slower going.  We don’t have a pry bar or tongs to pull the stone out.”
 
   “Understood.”  Clark held up the spoon he was using, now bent in half.  “The lady of the house won’t mind us ruining her silverware—we can figure it out.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Zharova tried not to let her impatience show.  She held the beam of her flashlight steady while the SMERSH men worked on the steel doors.  Her redemption could be right on the other side of these doors, or there could be more tunnel, but either way, she sensed something big waiting for her.  
 
   The second set of double doors was proving easier to open.  After battering their rifles and fists against the last two, searching for a way to take the doors down, Chuzhoi and his men now knew how to attack the hinges and lock.  One man held the point of his combat knife against the hinge pin while Chuzhoi pounded the knife pommel with the butt of his rifle.  After a few minutes of smashing, resetting and cursing, the pin popped free.   
 
   Chuzhoi squatted on the floor, taking a break.
 
   “There better be a pile of gold on the other side of these doors,” he said, wiping sweat from his brow.  “And a table set for a feast, and a tub of vodka.”
 
   Zharova said nothing.
 
   If there’s another repository behind these doors, she thought.  There will be plenty of vodka waiting for you when we return to Vienna.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   DeLuca used a cake server to lever a stone—a little to the left, then a little to the right—back and forth to remove it from the wall.  When he had pulled enough of the square gray stone out, he grasped its edges with his fingers and pulled.  It slid out of the wall and onto the floor with a thud.
 
   Clark peered into the hole, but saw only darkness.
 
   “This wall is no more than a week old,” DeLuca said.  “We should be able to … ”
 
   He reached behind a stone in the wall and pulled.  The mortar around it cracked and the stone pulled free.  The two of them set to work taking the wall down, stone by stone.
 
   When the hole was big enough, light penetrated the darkness behind the wall.  Clark stuck his head in.  The false wall had created a space the width of the storage room and about four feet deep.  He saw rolled tapestries on the floor, something wrapped in a blanket, and four wooden crates.
 
   All four were stenciled with the letters ‘H.G.’
 
   One was stenciled in red.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chuzhoi stood with his palms pressed against the door on the left while one of his men tapped the smashed lock cylinder out.  It took three of them to lower the heavy steel slab to the floor.  Zharova shined her flashlight into the darkness beyond, afraid there would be yet more tunnel.
 
   The doors opened up to a wine cellar with walls of stone.
 
   The SMERSH men began picking through the bottles, laughing and joking about taking personal revenge through drinking the fascists’ champagne.
 
   The cellar’s stone steps led to a wooden door at the top.  Zharova was less interested in the wine than she was in understanding what this place was.  The men complained as she brought the light with her up the stairs.  One took a candle from his pocket and lit it to read the labels on the bottles.
 
   She put her hand on the ornate iron doorknob, then froze when she heard sounds coming from the other side.  It was faint, but it sounded like the thudding of stone upon stone.
 
   And voices.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Hurry!” Clark shouted.  He began pulling stones as hard as he could.  He felt a muscle pull in his shoulder, but he didn’t care.  “It’s here!”
 
   DeLuca helped him until the hole was big enough for Clark to step inside the wall.
 
   Clark picked up the rolled tapestries and tossed them through the wall, making room so he could drag the crates across the floor.  Like he was working a sliding tile puzzle, Clark maneuvered the crates so the red-stenciled one could be pulled out through the hole.  It was a smaller crate, and narrow.  Clark was sure it held canvases, maybe only two or three.
 
   DeLuca helped him bring G46 out into the storage room.  Clark pried the dirty window open to let more light into the room and examined the crate.
 
   At one point, the top had been nailed on, but it looked like the nails had been removed.  Clark took the silver cake server and slid it under the edge of the wood.  The top opened with no resistance.
 
   DeLuca stood with his arms folded.
 
   “What is so special about this crate that it had to be hidden?” he asked.  “And how did you know about it?”
 
   “Paris.  Rose Valland,” Clark said, looking up at DeLuca with a broad smile.  “You studied art history.  Would you like to make some?”
 
   Clark removed the top, revealing three canvases inside, each wrapped in brown paper.  He slid the first one out of its slot and carefully peeled the paper away from the frame.
 
   It was beautiful.  It was a priceless object.  It wasn’t what he was looking for.
 
   “Pissarro,” he said after a moment, holding it up so DeLuca could see.  The painting was an Impressionist work—a picture of a winter street scene done in white, browns and grays.
 
   Clark put it back in the crate and took out the next paper-wrapped canvas.  His hands shook as he pulled at the edge of the paper.
 
   Again, he held in his hands a work any museum would be thrilled to have.  Again, he was disappointed.  
 
   “Cézanne,” he said, showing it to DeLuca.  It was a picture of a bowl of apples on a table.  The canvas glowed with reds and oranges set against the brown table.  He put it back in its slot.  
 
   Clark stared at the third canvas—the last one in the crate—almost afraid to take it out.
 
   “This has to be it, this has to be it,” he muttered.  “Has to be.”
 
   Taking the final frame out of the crate, he tore the paper at the corner.
 
   DeLuca grabbed his arm.  “Stop,” he whispered.  “Someone’s here.”
 
   Clark heard it, too.  
 
   Footsteps.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Zharova drew her Nagant revolver and held it out in front of her, using two hands to steady the heavy gun as she walked down the hallway.  The floor and walls were made of the same gray stone as the wine cellar.  Further down the corridor was a kitchen with dirty dishes piled everywhere.  Beyond the kitchen were several closed doors.  Zharova opened one—it was a bedroom.
 
   Who lives here? she wondered.  Who would go to such lengths to have a secret entrance to their home?
 
   Whoever she had heard a moment ago was silent now.  Zharova knew she should get Chuzhoi and the other SMERSH men, but if there was someone important in this house, she didn’t want them getting away.  Especially if there was another secret escape route.
 
   She also didn’t want to stumble upon SS troops or Werewolf guerrillas.
 
   Ahead, she could see a great room nearly 50 meters long.  
 
   This isn’t a home—it’s another damned castle.  How these people must have lived!  What the hell did they want in Russia that they didn’t have here?
 
   Zharova paused at the doorway of the great room.  She could see the front door across the room.  Though she doubted her ability to hit a moving target heading toward that door, she hoped a few well-placed shots would stop anyone trying to run out.
 
   “I know you are there!” she shouted in German, hoping it was loud enough for Chuzhoi to hear.  “Come out!”
 
   Nothing.
 
   She heard the sound of boots on stairs behind her as the SMERSH men came up from the wine cellar.  She shouted in German again.
 
   Still no answer.  Still no sign of movement.
 
   With visions of a Waffen SS platoon waiting for her, Schmeissers at the ready, Zharova stuck her head around the doorway and quickly drew it back.
 
   It took her a moment to accept that what she had seen was real.  What looked like two dead Germans were in formal dress, seated by a fireplace.  
 
   Standing next to them were two American soldiers, pistols in hand.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Until he had seen the woman’s face, even for just the brief moment it was visible in the doorway, Clark was sure he and DeLuca were going to have to shoot it out with some lone Nazi fanatic.  But the woman looked like she was wearing a military uniform, and definitely not German.
 
   Then it dawned on him.  
 
   Of course … that explains why her German didn’t sound quite right.  
 
   Russians.
 
   With all he had been hearing about the Red Army lately, Clark wasn’t sure if that was better or worse than a Nazi dead-ender.
 
   How the hell did they sneak up on us? Clark wondered.
 
   “Amerikaner!” he shouted back to her.  No answer.
 
   Then he heard the running footsteps of several men.
 
   Five Russian soldiers burst into the great room, rifles raised.  Their peaked caps were bright blue, something Clark had never seen before.  For a few tense seconds, he and DeLuca trained their pistols, with eight rounds apiece, on five men with drum-fed submachine guns.  
 
   The woman reappeared.  She wore an officer’s uniform, her black hair tucked up under the big cap so emblematic of the Red Army.  She looked older, with a grim face and hard gray eyes.  It looked like she was in charge, which seemed odd considering how tiny she was.
 
   Clark held up his hands and slowly put his pistol back in its holster.  He signaled for DeLuca to do the same.
 
   “Do you speak English?” he asked her.  
 
   She said something that sounded like Russian.
 
   “Alright, I’ll take that as a no,” Clark replied.  “Français?”
 
   “Oui,” she answered, and began firing questions at him in French.
 
   Clark held up his hands in mock surrender and smiled.
 
   “Sorry, I think your French is better than mine,” he said in that language.  “My name is Captain Clark and this is Private DeLuca.  We were sent here to question Jürgen von Weiding over there about possible Nazi connections.  As you can see, we are a little late.”
 
   The Russian woman didn’t respond—she just stared at Clark for a moment.  Then she said something to the soldiers, who lowered their rifles.
 
   “I am Major Natalia Zharova,” she said.  “I am with the Soviet military government of Austria.”
 
   Clark waited for further explanation, but none came.
 
   “Were you … looking for von Weiding also?” he asked.
 
   “No,” Zharova answered.  “We are looking for suitable headquarters for a regional government office.”
 
   Clark knew she was lying.  He thought back to his conversation with Lieutenant Commander Hammett at Altaussee—this woman was probably part of the Red Army Monuments Men, but sent to loot, not to preserve.
 
   Clark’s heart sank as he realized that everything in this castle would soon be on a train back to Moscow.
 
   “You have been searching this place?” Zharova asked.
 
   Clark tried to appear relaxed.
 
   “No, just poking around a bit,” he answered.  “Looking for souvenirs.  Maybe some coins or a Luger.”
 
   Her cold stare made Clark think she knew he was lying, too.
 
   “And you?” she asked, looking at DeLuca.  “You are very quiet.  Did you find any souvenirs?”
 
   Clark translated for him.  DeLuca shook his head a little too forcefully.
 
   Dammit, Paul. Act natural.
 
   “Where is your vehicle?” Zharova asked.  Clark pointed to the front door.  She said something in Russian to one of the soldiers.  “Captain Chuzhoi and his men will walk you out.”
 
   She gave a friendly wave.  Her face was anything but.
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   Altmünster, Austria
 
    
 
   “That’s the building,” Lyon said, reading from Beth’s phone.  Her friend Michael had sent them the description from Zharova’s diary.  “This is where the coded map led the Russians.”
 
   Just like Zharova had seen in 1945, a single story building faced the blue Traunsee, but the four shops and the false door were gone.  A sushi restaurant now occupied the entire space.
 
   Beth pulled the Mercedes to the side of the road they could get a closer look.
 
   “Up there—check out the corners,” she said.
 
   There were two large eagles on either end of the building, Reichsadlers, each clutching a wreath in its talons.
 
   “They chiseled the swastikas out,” Lyon noted.
 
   “And the tunnel is probably gone, too.  Or, at least closed up,” Beth added.
 
   Her phone beeped in Lyon’s hands.  He winced as he tapped the screen and opened the incoming text message—ibuprofen had smoothed the jagged edges of the pain in his hands, but it was still there.  They hadn’t spoken of the Beer Tower killer, but Lyon knew that he had surprised Beth.  
 
   Hell, I surprised myself.
 
   “It’s Michael,” he said, reading the phone’s screen.  “He said the tunnel led to a castle—a Schloss Grasberg.”
 
   Beth shook her head in amazement.
 
   “It’s like a movie.”
 
   “And … ” he continued.  “The owner was a Jürgen von Weiding, who was connected to the Linz project—Hitler’s museum. Zharova found over a hundred works of art stored in his castle, most of them destined for the Führermuseum.  But … he also had connections to Hermann Goering!”
 
   “Alright,” Beth replied, nodding.  “In the Trophy Brigade archives from St. Sergius, we saw ‘G46’ on one of their reports from Goering’s collection, the one that had the coded map drawn on it.  If Zharova picked it up when she caught up with von Weiding, maybe he had G46.”
 
   “But she didn’t end up with my mother’s painting, so I’m not sure where that leaves us,” Lyon said.  The phone beeped again.  “Hold on, there’s more.  Zharova said von Weiding was dead when she got there but there were two American soldiers in the castle!  She said they were obviously there to loot the castle, but she and her men sent them on their way.  They followed the Americans out to their car and verified that they hadn’t taken anything with them.”
 
   “That’s probably good for us,” Beth replied.  “Who knows who those Americans were.  If they had taken your mother’s Manet, it could be hanging in a house in St. Louis for all we know.”
 
   Lyon continued reading Michael’s message.
 
   “She wrote that the American soldiers were tearing down a false wall that von Weiding had built to hide some of his loot, but that the Russians must have surprised them when they were busy opening one of the wooden crates they found in there.  She found it with the lid off and two paintings still inside—a Pissarro and a Cézanne.  And … the crate was marked ‘G46’!  In red!”
 
   Lyon pumped his swollen fist and ignored the pain.
 
   “We’re getting close!” he exclaimed.
 
   “Then what?” Beth asked impatiently.  “The Manet wasn’t in there—where was it?”
 
   “He says that’s all he’s translated so far.  I sent him a photo of every page in Zharova’s diary, so whatever she knew should be in there, we just need Michael to find it.  In the meantime, let’s figure out how to get to Schloss Grasberg and take a look for ourselves.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Beth guided the Mercedes to a stop in front of Schloss Grasberg, parking in the shadow of a towering spire.
 
   “Doesn’t look like it’s open to the public,” Lyon said as they got out to look around.
 
   There were two exotic-looking sports cars that Lyon couldn’t identify parked in front.  The grounds were so perfect Lyon thought they transcended landscaping and had become art.  A long, rectangular garden stretched out from the front of the castle with paths bounding a putting green-like lawn.  A stone pond full of flowering lily pads showed the orange flash of koi in the sunlight.
 
   “Knock on the door?” Beth asked.
 
   Lyon shrugged.  “Guess so. ‘Hi, can I search your castle for a long-lost painting that may or may not be real?’ ”
 
   No one answered.  Lyon knocked again, gritting his teeth against the pain.
 
   I could use some bourbon for these hands.
 
   Beth was reading email on her phone.  Michael had sent her the full translations of Zharova’s diary pages.
 
   “Michael says the French paintings were found in a storage room at the opposite end,” she said.  “On the north side.  Come on, let’s see if we can find it and peek in the window, at least.”
 
   Lyon followed her past a row of topiary swans lined up along the driveway.
 
   Passing the towering stained glass windows of what must be the castle’s great room, they came to the smaller leaded-glass windows of the living quarters.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Stupid … careless … idiot! 
 
   The Anvil reproached himself, unable to believe that he had let an unarmed civilian get the better of him.
 
   As they tailed the white Mercedes, the FSB agent behind the wheel had tried to sneak glances at his battered face in the mirror.
 
   “Eyes front, govniuk,” The Anvil had growled at him.
 
   That’s it, he realized.  It’s too late.  They have seen me beaten.  Word of this must not get back to Moscow or the bosses.
 
   He would have to kill both the agents.  But, without his knives or even a gun, how?
 
   Up ahead, they could see the Americans pulling onto a narrow road that led up a hill toward a large stone building. “We will be exposed if we follow any further,” said the agent in the passenger seat.  He pointed to a stand of trees by a curve in the road.  “There.  Pull over by the woods.  If they look back, they will not be able to see us.  We will follow on foot.”
 
   “Agreed,” The Anvil replied, though no one had asked him.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Slowly,” Clark said to DeLuca in an undertone as the Russians walked them to their car. “We’re just a couple of GIs following an order and now we’re leaving.”
 
   They got into the black Mercedes, which the Russians eyed with suspicion.  They looked in the back seat and opened the trunk.  Without so much as a nod, they turned and went back into the castle.
 
   DeLuca brought the big cabriolet’s engine to life and reached down to put it in gear.  Clark turned to see the Russians watching from a window.
 
   “Easy,” he said.  “Pull out real slow like we’re not in a hurry.  We’re happy to be on our way.”
 
   He gave the Russians a wave that was not returned and DeLuca gave the convertible some gas.  They pulled out of the gravel drive and onto the road.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Search this place,” Zharova ordered.  “They came here for a reason, perhaps the same reason we did.”
 
   Chuzhoi directed his men to spread out and search the castle.  They didn’t make it very far before he heard them give shouts of discovery.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “See how the road bends to the left there?” Clark said, pointing with his hand held low so the Russians couldn’t see if they were looking.
 
   “Yeah,” DeLuca replied.
 
   “Once we turn, those trees will block the Russians’ view of the road.  Stop the car there and we can get out and double back.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   After sending one of Chuzhoi’s men back through the tunnel to get the truck, Zharova took stock of Schloss Grasberg.
 
   At least a hundred objects were in the study, perhaps another hundred in the storage room.
 
   Finally, I have beaten the Americans.  This is nothing compared to Cotta, Merkers or Altaussee, but at least I have a repository of my own.  No one else can claim it.  Not even Veselovsky, who would take credit for the sunset.
 
   But the storage room nagged at her.
 
   Was it the Americans who had taken down the false wall?
 
   And what was the significance of this opened crate with its red numbering?  Two paintings, but three slots.  Was one missing?  It couldn’t have been those two Americans.
 
   If there had been something taken, why would they leave these two priceless Impressionist works to take whatever it was?
 
   Even with the piles of treasures around her, soon to be loaded onto her truck and written into her reports, Zharova had the sinking feeling that she was losing again.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The hill that sloped down from Schloss Grasberg was thick with beech and fir trees, enough to give Clark and DeLuca cover as they walked back up to the castle.
 
   “OK, Jim … now are you going to tell me what we’re doing?” DeLuca asked.  “Can’t say I’m too keen on having submachine guns pointed at my head again.”
 
   “Don’t worry,” Clark replied as he stepped over a stream.  “They’ll never know we were there.”
 
   They came to the end of the woods, a short ten yards or so from the eastern end of the castle.  It was open ground across the unkempt lawn that surrounded the building.  They stopped, watching and listening.
 
   There was no sign of the Russians outside, but they could hear them talking.
 
   Clark sprinted across the lawn, and pressed himself against the outer stone wall, under a window.  No one looking out would be able to see him.  He waved DeLuca across.
 
   Sliding along the wall, they turned a corner and continued until they were under the window of the storage room.  It was open as they had left it.  The Russians were in there.
 
   The woman’s voice came loud and clear, barking orders to the other soldiers.
 
   DeLuca caught Clark’s eye and mouthed Let’s get out of here.
 
   Clark winked.
 
   He crouched low, took a step away from the wall and began feeling around in the tall clumps of grass.
 
   Should be … there!
 
   He carefully slid a paper-wrapped frame out of the grass and put it under his arm.  He signaled to DeLuca to go back around the other side of the castle.
 
   When they were in the woods and far enough from Schloss Grasberg, Clark couldn’t help himself.  He broke out in laughter.
 
   “You are a crazy bastard,” DeLuca said with an exasperated look.
 
   “Oh, come on,” Clark replied.  “They weren’t going to shoot us.”
 
   “Next time, you make that bet with your own ass, not mine.”
 
   Clark laughed harder.
 
   “I never saw you throw that canvas out the window,” DeLuca said.  “Is it the last painting from that crate? What is it?”
 
   “It is the third canvas, and I don’t know for sure what it is,” Clark replied.  “Let’s get back to the car and find out.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Without his weapons, The Anvil was going to have to improvise to kill the FSB agents.  Without cocaine, he was going to have to endure the pain.  His face throbbed and every step through the woods was accompanied by stabs of pain in his ribs.
 
   The three Russians stopped among the trees, coming as close to the castle as they dared.  They watched the two Americans walk around the outside of the building, disappearing behind the far side.
 
   Now, The Anvil told himself.
 
   He jabbed one of the agents in the shoulder with his finger.
 
   “You, go around the front, there,” he ordered.  The surprised look on the man’s face showed his confusion at taking orders from a mafia hitman.  Before either could object, The Anvil grabbed the other agent by the sleeve and pulled him in the opposite direction.  “You are with me.” 
 
   The FSB men seemed to understand that the Anvil was planning a trap—they would come at the Americans from two directions on the far side of the castle.
 
   That was not his plan.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Any idea what the penalties are for trespassing in Austria?” Lyon asked.
 
   “Relax,” Beth replied.  “We’ll just play the dumb tourist card if we get caught.”
 
   Lyon grabbed the stone ledge outside a window and pulled himself up to look in the window.  It was a bedroom.  So were the next two.  They came to the last window before another long stretch of blank stone.
 
   “This should be it,” Beth said.
 
   Lyon hoisted himself up again, thinking about bourbon again as his hands throbbed.  He peered into the room.  It was a home theater—a flat screen television covered almost the entire wall on one side faced by three rows of leather stadium seats.  No sign of the false wall or anything else from 1945.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   As soon as the first FSB man stepped out of view, The Anvil snapped a pencil-sized branch from the trunk of a fir tree.
 
   In a single motion, he stepped behind the other agent, one hand covering the man’s mouth while the other stabbed the jagged end of the branch into his throat.  He aimed behind the windpipe, hoping to puncture jugular and carotid alike.
 
   He pushed the branch through until the tip came out the other side and then pulled it back in a quick sawing motion, noting with satisfaction the arterial blood that spurted from both wounds.
 
   With a quick choking cry, the FSB agent fell to the leaf-covered ground.
 
   Careful to avoid the blood, The Anvil reached for the man’s waistband and pulled his Yarygin PYa pistol from its holster.  He hefted the 9mm gun in his hand and found the safety, flipping it down into the ‘ready to fire’ position.
 
   Again, he wished he had his knives, and not this loud gun which would attract attention if he had to use it.
 
   I will only need it for the other agent—not for the Americans, he thought.  Especially not the man.  I will smash his skull in with my fists.
 
   As The Anvil was about to step out of the woods, the other FSB agent appeared, running between the sports cars at the castle’s entrance.  He darted around the near corner just as the two Americans emerged from the rear of the stone building.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Beth spoke to her friend Michael on the phone while Lyon checked out one of the cars parked in front of Schloss Grasberg.  When he was negotiating the sale of his company, he had often fantasized about buying some impractical sports car as a present to himself.  These cars looked like he might not have any money left if he bought one.
 
   “ … not that we expected to find anything after sixty years,” Beth was saying.  “Yeah, go ahead, I’ll wait.”
 
   She walked over to Lyon and tapped the screen to put Michael on speakerphone.
 
   “OK,” he said.  “After Zharova writes about finding American soldiers in the castle, the next few pages are lists of what she found stored there and how they loaded it all up into their truck to drive back to Vienna.  Then she says ‘I was suspicious of the Americans, especially these two with their flimsy story about Nazi hunting.’  
 
   “ ‘So far, everywhere I’ve gone, with the exception of the Dresden Gallery in Cotta, Americans have been there first.  At Schloss Grasberg, they did get here first, but I stopped them before they could make off with the treasures.  I let them go, but then I found the opened crate with a painting missing and it made me uneasy.  Should I send Chuzhoi in the truck to chase them and search their car again?  Should we interrogate them?’ ”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Zharova stood at a window in Schloss Grasberg’s great hall, looking out over the road that led down the hill toward Altmünster.  She couldn’t get the opened crate out of her mind.
 
   Had there been three canvases inside or only two?  It doesn’t seem possible that the two Americans managed to smuggle a painting out with them.  They weren’t carrying anything and Chuzhoi’s men had searched their car.
 
   If they had managed to take that one canvas, what was so special about it?  Why that one work out of all the others in this castle?
 
   The road to Altmünster curved left behind a small forest.  The Americans’ black Mercedes had turned and disappeared behind the trees several minutes ago.  Zharova watched the stretch of road where it came out from behind the woods, waiting to see the car come back into view.
 
   It was taking far too long to come out the other side.
 
   Something was wrong. 
 
   “Chuzhoi!” Zharova shouted.  Even with the cache of artworks she would be sending back to Moscow, she had an uneasy feeling about those two Americans and what they might have taken.
 
   Chuzhoi appeared.
 
   “How much longer until your men have returned with the truck?” Zharova asked.
 
   Chuzhoi looked at his watch and shrugged.
 
   “What’s the hurry?” he asked.  “It’s a beautiful day, we have a full wine cellar … ”
 
   “It’s those two Americans,” she replied.  “They’re up to something.  We need that truck so you can go after them and bring them back to me.”
 
   Zharova was about to suggest that Chuzhoi go after his men and motivate them when the long convertible re-appeared on the road, heading out of the forest onto a straight stretch of road that passed a white stone farmhouse.  The Americans weren’t speeding down the pavement, but were tooling along like tourists.
 
   Chuzhoi pointed at the car.
 
   “If they’re up to something, they seem to be making a poor job of it.”
 
   Zharova said nothing.
 
   Am I just being paranoid?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   As DeLuca drove, Clark turned his head just enough to look back at Schloss Grasberg, but not make it look like he was looking.  No one was following them and there was nothing ahead but open road and a farm by the roadside.
 
   “Okay,” DeLuca said.  “Now can you tell me what you found that was so important?”
 
   Clark smiled and took hold of a corner of the brown paper, the same corner he had pulled back before tossing the painting out the castle window—just enough to catch a glimpse of the canvas.
 
   “It’s incredible … ”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Matthias sat in his upstairs bedroom, waiting for his mother to finish her chores in the barn.  He had already collected all the eggs and weeded the potato patch.  Soon it would be time to help prepare dinner.
 
   The only food they had to eat was what they could grow on their small farm.  With the farmhands all gone, and his father long dead in the war, it was only Matthias and his mother left.  There was a limit to what the two of them could do and so they were often hungry.  Matthias was sick of eggs.
 
   Upon turning ten last fall, he had been drafted into the Hitler Youth, which had provided him with some extra food to send home.  But now that the war was over, it was back to what they could provide for themselves.
 
   Matthias’ stomach growled and he forced himself to stop thinking about food.
 
   He sat at his open window, watching the Mercedes staff car come closer, its top down.  He could see the two men inside—American soldiers.  Matthias remembered his lessons on how to identify enemy soldiers by their uniforms.  These were definitely Americans.
 
   The car got near enough to the farmhouse that Matthias could see their faces.  The tall, lanky one in the passenger seat smiled at the strong-looking soldier who was driving.  A private?  Yes, the driver was a private.
 
   The passenger looked like an officer, but Matthias couldn’t tell his rank.  Yes, the smiling one was definitely an officer.
 
   Matthias leaned on the windowsill, watching them come closer.
 
   He pushed his right shoulder forward, anticipating the recoil, and pulled the trigger on his Karabiner 98k rifle.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “It’s incredible,” Clark said.  “I can’t believe it … ”
 
   He held the unwrapped painting in his hands and was about to show it to DeLuca when his mind registered three things simultaneously: a loud crack, the sight of the sky where the road had just been and a feeling like he’d been kicked in the chest.
 
   Then … pain.  Pain and confusion.
 
   Thoughts came and went in rapid flashes.
 
   Why am I slumped over onto Paul?  
 
   I can’t move.
 
   Is that my blood?  
 
   I’ve been shot.
 
   If I’m here to realize that I’ve been shot, I’m okay.  
 
   Now he felt like he’d been running, and couldn’t catch his breath.  He tried to take a deep breath, but felt like he was sucking through a straw.
 
   No, I’m not okay.
 
   DeLuca was wide-eyed and pale, yelling something and struggling to keep the car on the road as he floored the accelerator.
 
   No, not okay.
 
   If I’m dying, this is it.  
 
   This is the end.
 
   No sense fussing about it now.  
 
   I thought it would be worse, but it’s not so bad.
 
   Then—a flash of Lilly telling his daughters that he would not be coming home.
 
   Oh … Lilly … oh, no … my girls …
 
   No …
 
   The world went gray. 
 
   Then black.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Zharova watched the black Mercedes careen across the road, at one point nearly rolling over as it went off the pavement into a ditch.  Only one of the two Americans was visible.  She assumed the shot from the farmhouse had hit the other one—the one in charge.
 
   “We should go down there and clear that farm,” Chuzhoi said, also watching the scene at the bottom of the hill.
 
   Zharova knew what that meant.  Everyone would be killed and burned along with the house and barn.  She had seen the small blond head in the upstairs window.  She had seen his rifle and the smoke from its barrel.
 
   Well, I suppose that’s that.  No sense in chasing the Americans down now—not worth the trouble.  If they snatched something, they can have it.
 
   “No,” she replied.  “We don’t need to pass that way.  We will find another way back to Vienna.”
 
   Chuzhoi looked disappointed, but said nothing as he turned back to readying the artwork for transport.
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   Altmünster, Austria
 
    
 
   “ … and that’s it,” Michael explained over the speakerphone.  “Everything after that in the diary is about taking the art from Schloss Grasberg back to Vienna and putting it on a train to Moscow with some other objects Zharova found along the way.  Plus all the usual stuff about sticking it to that Veselovsky guy.”
 
   “OK, thanks Michael,” Beth said and tapped the screen to end the call.
 
   Lyon slumped against the Mercedes, still parked outside the castle.
 
   “Well, shit,” he exclaimed.  “She didn’t send her guys after them, so if they did have the Manet, it’s long gone.  And we don’t know who those two American soldiers were.  Another dead end.”
 
   Beth drummed her fingers on the hood.
 
   “But remember what Zharova said about them.  She was suspicious of them and thought they might have been trying to sneak off with some of the art.”
 
   “And?” Lyon replied.  “They could have been souvenir hunters.  Lots of that went on all through the war.”
 
   “Maybe,” Beth allowed.  “But from her description it sounded like they knew what they were doing.  They didn’t just open the first crate they saw—they picked the red G46 crate.  And if your mother’s painting was in there, that’s the one they took.  Not the actions of souvenir hunters.”
 
   Lyon thought for a moment.
 
   “Monuments Men,” he said.
 
   “Right.”
 
   “But we never found anything in the records at the National Archives.  If they found the Manet, surely they would have included it in one of their reports.”
 
   “Maybe not if one of them was shot dead in front of that house down there. And we don’t know what happened to the other one, the driver.”
 
   They both looked at the farmhouse by the side of the road, its white stone gleaming in the fading daylight.  It looked just as it must have in 1945, except for the satellite dish on the long, sloping roof and the modern sedan parked out front.  
 
   “You don’t have to say it.  I know what you’re thinking,” she said.  “Let’s go knock on that farmhouse door.  We’ve got nothing to lose.”
 
   Beth put her hand on the door handle, then froze when she saw the Russian with the tattooed face coming out of the trees.
 
   “David!” she yelled, pointing.
 
   Lyon turned around just in time to see another Russian—one of the men from the Ritz Carlton lobby in Moscow— step out from behind a sandstone spire.
 
   With the two Russians approaching them, both Lyon and Beth scrambled to get into the Mercedes.  Diving into the driver’s seat, Beth put her foot on the brake and jabbed the engine start button.  The engine came to life and she slammed the shifter lever into Drive.
 
   The Russians sprinted to the car, both producing pistols which were now aimed at Beth and Lyon.  The Russian in the suit shouted something at them.  The way he gestured with the gun made it clear he was ordering them out of the car.
 
   Lyon was about to tell Beth to floor it when the Russians began yelling at each other.  The killer from the Beer Tower, his face still bloodied from Altausee, showed no expression as he squeezed the trigger twice, hitting the other Russian—once in the right cheek and again above his left eyebrow.
 
   He stepped in front of the Mercedes and pointed his gun at Beth through the windshield.  He said something in Russian, but again its meaning was clear.  Beth slowly put the car back into Park and held up her hands.  Lyon did the same.
 
   The killer came around the driver’s side and opened the door.  He trained the gun on Lyon as he grabbed Beth by the hair and pulled her out, tossing her to the ground.  He gestured for Lyon to get out.
 
   Standing beside the car, Lyon looked around for anything that could help him.  His first thought was of the other gun —the dead Russian’s—but the body was too far away.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The Anvil noticed the American’s quick glance.  
 
   I see you.  I can read your little rabbit mind.
 
   He walked over to the dead FSB man and took the pistol from his hand.  He stuck it in his waistband and then held the other gun at an angle and began racking the slide, ejecting round after round from the Yarygin, smiling as he did so.  
 
   I don’t need this clumsy weapon to kill you.  I won’t be doing it from far away.  You will feel my breath on your face as you die.
 
   When the slide locked open on the empty magazine, he tossed the pistol into the grass.  He pulled out the other gun and emptied it too, tossing it into the trees when he finished.
 
   The Anvil held up his fists in an exaggerated boxer’s pose, smiling broadly.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lyon felt almost mesmerized by the man’s giant fists, tattooed across the knuckles with Cyrillic script.  Expecting a punch to the face, he was surprised when the bigger man dropped to the ground in a flash and, kicking out with his leg, swept Lyon’s feet out from under him.
 
   The back of Lyon’s head was the first part of his body to hit the ground.  He lay stunned, eyes blinking against the bright sky.
 
   The Russian’s face appeared above, still smiling that awful smile.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Beth sat up in the grass and looked at the pistol lying on the ground where the Russian had thrown it.  Several rounds were nearby, the brass glinting in the sunlight.
 
   She made a mental note to thank her old roommate for dragging her to the shooting range when they were at law school.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lyon felt the Russian’s hands close around his throat as he leaned in until their noses were touching.  He tried to pull the man’s hands off him, but the killer only laughed.
 
   He couldn’t breathe and his vision was getting foggy.
 
    
 
    
 
   Beth picked up the Yarygin.  With its slide locked open on an empty magazine, the chamber and barrel were exposed through the ejection port.  She picked up a round from the ground and placed it into the chamber.
 
   Not wanting to make a sound, she held the gun in this open position until she was right behind the Russian, who was straddling Lyon and strangling him.
 
   With her thumb, she pressed hard on the slide lock lever, snapping it closed with a loud metallic clack.
 
   The Russian must have known instantly what that sound was because he let go of Lyon’s throat and tried to jump up.
 
   Beth pointed the gun at the back of his head and pulled the trigger.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lyon sat up, catching his breath and rubbing his throat where the Russian hands had been.  Beth helped him push the dead man’s heavy body aside.  She examined the tattoos on his bloody face.
 
   “Prison tattoos,” she noted.  “Definitely Russian mob.”
 
   “No shit,” Lyon replied, struggling to his feet. 
 
   Beth put an arm around his shoulders to steady him.
 
   “Now what?” she asked.
 
   “Let’s check out that farmhouse and then get the hell out of here.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   25
 
   Altmünster, Austria
 
    
 
   Lyon winced as he rapped his sore knuckles on the dark wooden door.  He could hear music coming from inside the house, but couldn’t make it out, just the beat.
 
   He knocked again.  The music stopped.
 
   A middle-aged woman opened the door, holding a highball glass, ice rattling.  She had squinty hazel eyes and gray hair that was cut short in a stylish way.
 
   “Uh, hi,” Lyon said.  “Sorry, do you speak English?”
 
   She took a sip before answering.  Lyon couldn’t help looking at her drink.
 
   Bourbon and Coke?
 
   “Of course,” she answered, with only the slightest accent.  “How can I help you?”
 
   Lyon was wary of telling her the whole story, so he asked her if she was familiar with the wartime history of Schloss Grasberg.
 
   “Somewhat,” she replied, taking another sip of her drink.  “Some Baron—a Nazi—lived there.  Involved in stolen art, I think.  I only know a little—I didn’t grow up here.  This was my father’s house when he was a boy.”
 
   Lyon and Beth shared a look at the mention of her father.
 
   “This was your father’s house?” Beth asked.
 
   “Yes,” the woman answered.  “Now it’s mine.  My father died a few months ago and I decided to move in.  I’ve been in London for the past twenty years, working in the City.  After the last market crash, it was time to leave, so here I am.  What’s this about?”
 
   “We’re hoping you can help us,” Lyon said, and introduced himself and Beth.  The woman shook their hands and told them her name was Karin.  Her hand was cold from holding the drink.
 
   Lyon decided he liked Karin and told her everything—he told the story of his mother’s painting, their research into the ERR, the Monuments Men and the Russians, their trip to St. Petersburg and Moscow, Zharova’s diary and the soldier shot in front of her house.  He was vague about the details of the shooting.
 
   Karin folded her arms and gave Lyon a funny look.
 
   “My father told me that a Russian sniper shot an American soldier in front of this house as the war was ending,” she said.  “The Americans were driving by in an open-top car.  He said he saw everything.”
 
   Lyon was about to tell her that Zharova’s diary made it clear the shot came from inside the house.  He thought better of it.
 
   “And it’s odd that you mention that shooting and art,” she added.
 
   “Why is that?” Lyon asked.
 
   “That’s what my father did for a living—he was an art teacher,” she replied.  “After the war, my father became very interested in art.  His family going back several generations were simple farmers, but suddenly after the war my father told my grandmother that he wanted to be a painter.  She found a way to get him lessons and buy him brushes, paints and canvases, all without having much money.
 
   “What’s odd is that he said it all started when that soldier was shot by the Russians.  The story is that the car almost flipped in the front garden over there before the driver was able to regain control.  When that happened, a few things flew out of the open car into the grass before the car sped away.  One of those things was a painting.”
 
   Lyon felt Beth grab his arm.
 
   “Did he ever describe that painting to you?” he asked.
 
   “He didn’t have to,” Karin replied.  “It’s been hanging in this house since 1945.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Lyon felt like he was stumbling through the house in a daze.  He had stood in shocked silence until Beth had asked to see the painting and Karin invited them in.  The house looked like it was Karin’s London flat transported to Austria, with all its modern furniture and stainless steel.  It didn’t look like an old farmhouse on the inside, but all of this barely registered with Lyon.  He was looking at the art.
 
   Dozens of paintings hung in every room.  Some were portraits (a few looked like they might be Karin as a young girl), many were still lifes of flowers and fruit.  The entryway was all landscapes.
 
   Karin led them to the one room in the house she hadn’t changed—her father’s studio.
 
   “I don’t paint, but I wanted to keep it as he left it,” she explained.  “Maybe someday I’ll be inspired.”
 
   An easel and stool faced a brick fireplace that was flanked by two tall windows.  From his easel, Karin’s father could see down into the valley and to the rocky peaks of the Alps beyond.  Lyon realized that the landscapes in the entryway were all views from these windows.
 
   He looked from the windows to the fireplace and it’s rough-hewn mantle.  
 
   That’s when he saw it.
 
   Above the mantle hung a small painting—Lyon guessed it was 12 inches by maybe 18—in a gilt wooden frame.
 
   It was a picture of a crystal vase holding a spray of purple orchids.  Next to the vase, on a white tablecloth, was a silver plate upon which sat a half-peeled lemon.
 
   Beth let out a strangled cry.  Lyon saw her hand go to her mouth and her eyes well up.
 
   He walked to the fireplace to get a closer look.
 
   Lyon thought of the framed magazine page he had found in his mother’s basement—flowers in a vase.  It was the best his father could find, but now he understood why his mother had put it away.  Apart from not being the right painting, the magazine photo was flat, while this painting was a sea of rough strokes with dabs of paint and tiny dots that all added up to the picture.  Lyon was tempted to run his hand across the canvas, but just being close to it was enough to see its three dimensions and that it was crafted by a human hand.
 
   And the colors!  The lemon was a swirl of bright yellow and white and even some gray on the peel.  
 
   Lyon smiled as he remembered that his mother’s nickname was Little Lemon when she was being bad.  
 
   He couldn’t identify all the colors that made up the orchids, but they combined to make a purple that was almost richer than a real flower could ever be.  For a little girl to have this painting as her own must have been special indeed, with the added significance that her father had placed on it, calling her Little Flower after these orchids.  Then she lost her father, and everyone else.  This painting would have been a reminder of them all, and her father in particular, but she lost it, too.  
 
   Megan.
 
   His mother had lost her father as a young girl, and he had lost his daughter.  The symmetry of it hadn’t occurred to him until just now.  What if he had had something like this painting that was his way to remember her? What if it had been lost?
 
   Sarah.  
 
   She’s not dead, but I may have lost her, too.
 
   The vase was beyond Lyon’s ability to understand.  How could white, green and blue paint make a clear crystal vase filled with water?  How could swirls of white make a Chinese dragon design going down the side?
 
   “This is it.  This is my mother’s painting,” Lyon said, turning to the two women.  They both had red-rimmed eyes as they watched Lyon examine the painting.
 
   He felt his own tears welling up and turned his back, clearing his throat.
 
   Lyon almost forgot to check the signature, but there it was in the lower right corner: ‘Manet.’
 
   The ‘M’ was three vertical lines and the final stroke of the ‘T’ swooped back under the artist’s name.  Lyon didn’t know if it was genuine and didn’t care.
 
   Beth stepped forward and showed Lyon her phone.  She had called up a web search on Manet’s signature and showed him the images.  They matched.
 
   “May I take it down to look at the back?” Beth asked Karin, who nodded.
 
   Beth reached up and grasped the bottom corners of the frame, carefully lifting it up off its nail.
 
   “I’m no expert,” she said, “But I do know that the key to figuring out whether a work is genuine is to look at the back, more so than the front.”
 
   She turned the painting over and examined the frame, the stretchers and the canvas.  There was a label affixed to the frame with some numbers on it and a few words in French.  
 
   “Everything seems right,” Beth said.  “I’d want an appraiser to look at it, but the age of the canvas and the wood seems right for a painting from the 1860s or 70s.”  
 
   Beth pointed to a stamp on one of the stretchers that read ‘JdP 6549.’
 
   “Jeu de Paume museum in Paris, where the ERR collected everything,” she reminded Lyon.  She re-hung the painting over the mantle.
 
   “I think this is a real Manet,” she said.  “And no one knows it exists.”
 
   Karin sat down on her father’s stool, looking shaken.
 
   “I had no idea,” Karin said, wiping tears away.  “I can’t believe I never looked at the signature.  My father didn’t ever call it a Manet.  He just called it ‘Vanitas.’ ”
 
   “Vanitas?” Lyon asked.  “What does that mean?”
 
   “It’s Latin—from the Bible,” Karin replied.  “It’s from a verse about the transience of life and all earthly things.  My father said that vanitas was his life’s work.  To him, it was the entire purpose of art.  He taught his students that art wasn’t just about the artist or the person who owns it, it’s an act for all time and that long after artists and patrons are gone, the works remain.
 
   “He told me the story about how he came to possess this painting and said that as he learned about it, he grew to understand that the message of the artist was vanitas.  The flowers in the vase are cut and will soon die.  The lemon is perfectly ripe but will rot.  It looks beautiful, but is bitter to the taste.
 
   “His experience in the war—the death of his father on the Eastern Front, living on the edge of starvation with his mother—made him realize that teaching the message of vanitas through art was his calling.  Everything and everyone you know will eventually be gone, he said.  It always sounded so terribly morbid, but he taught me that there is beauty in that, if you look at it the right way.  Seeing that solider shot had a profound effect on him.  He spent the rest of his life thinking about how precious life is and how fleeting.  
 
   “Each one of his paintings that he hung on the walls of this house illustrate vanitas in some way.  The still lifes of food and flowers, the landscapes that show autumn leaves that will soon fall to the ground or mountain peaks covered in snow that will soon melt—even the portraits.  He said that portraits were the best vanitas paintings of all.  They were pictures of children who would grow up, people who would change and age.  In time, every person ever painted would be gone.
 
   “To my father, it gave meaning to his life to capture all of this on a canvas and to teach others to do the same.  He said that with just a piece of canvas and a few dollar’s worth of paint, the artist turns them into something that becomes immortal.  When I grew old enough to understand, he pointed to this painting and said, ‘See?  That picture is of the temporary nature of beauty and life but has itself been around for over a hundred years.  We never truly own these things, we just take care of them for a little while so that they may last another hundred years.’ ”
 
   Karin paused and looked at Lyon, trying to regain her composure.
 
   “He was right,” she said in a quavering voice.  “He was taking care of this painting for a while.  Since that day in 1945, he was taking care of it until you could come to bring it back to your mother.”
 
   Lyon nodded.
 
   “And a soldier may have given his life for it,” he added.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   They spent the evening drinking wine and eating Karin’s interpretation of British cuisine while Beth and Lyon shared the details of the search that had just ended in the other room.  
 
   Growing up in Linz, Karin had heard all about the planned Führermuseum and the repository at Altaussee, but she had no idea of the scale of Nazi looting during the war.  Being from Hitler’s hometown, many aspects of Nazi history were unavoidable; others weren’t discussed.
 
   “It’s the joke about Austrians,” she said as she filled their glasses.  “We try to convince people that Beethoven was Austrian while Hitler wasn’t.”
 
   There was no discussion of whether Lyon would take the Manet with him.  After dinner, Karin took it down off the wall and put it in his hands.
 
   “I hope your mother feels that we took good care of it,” she said, embracing Lyon at the door.
 
   Walking to the car, the painting under his arm, he held a hand out to Beth for the car keys.  
 
   “I’ll drive,” Lyon said.  “Let’s find the best hotel in Vienna.  We can catch a flight home tomorrow.”
 
   Inside the car, he took another look at the Manet.  Even under the dome light, the brushstrokes were visible and the colors looked bright.  
 
   He reached around to put it on the back seat and then felt Beth’s weight on him.
 
   He tasted the wine on her lips and felt her hair on his face.
 
   Stunned, he did nothing.  She kissed him again—harder—then pulled back.
 
   Beth folded her arms and gave him a look that said Well?
 
   Lyon didn’t have an answer.
 
   “Is it your wife?” she asked.
 
   “Uh … ”
 
   “I thought you were separated.”
 
   Lyon nodded.
 
   “Look, I can’t imagine what the two of you must have gone through, but if she would kick you out, I think you should forget her.  I, on the other hand, am here and I’m full of wine and impaired judgement, so what do you say?”
 
   Lyon couldn’t help but laugh.
 
   “Is that a yes?” Beth asked.
 
   Lyon sighed.
 
   “She didn’t kick me out,” he said.  “I kicked myself out.”
 
   “What does that mean?”
 
   “Megan’s death was my fault,” he replied.  “As hard as it was after she died, it got worse because every day that I was around, it was a reminder to Sarah that I did this to her.  I was the reason her only child was dead—the worst thing that can happen to someone.  I couldn’t bring Megan back, but I could at least remove that pain from the equation.  So I left.”
 
   Beth overcame her stunned silence to ask, “How was it your fault?”
 
   “It was the car.  I bought it used as a seventeenth birthday present for her.  Sarah wanted me to have a mechanic look it over, but it was just out of warranty so I said it wasn’t necessary.  She kept nagging me about it and we had a fight—I told her she was being ridiculous.  I was too busy with work and I just dismissed her concerns.  Two days later, Megan was driving home after some friends took her out for a birthday dinner.  She was exiting the highway and the brakes failed.  
 
   “She must have panicked and forgotten about the emergency brake, because there weren’t any skid marks or anything—the car just went into the trees, slammed into some exposed granite and flipped down the hill.  They said she probably would have survived the impact with the trees and the granite thanks to the seatbelt and airbags, but the car just flipped too many times down the hill.”
 
   “Oh my God, that’s terrible,” Beth said.
 
   “Yep.”
 
   “But, David—it wasn’t your fault,” she continued.  “I can understand you blaming yourself.  Anyone would.  But you couldn’t have known.  It wasn’t actually your fault.”
 
   Lyon shook his head.
 
   “No.  If I had taken it to a mechanic, he would have repaired the brakes and it wouldn’t have happened.  It’s as simple as that.”
 
   “You don’t know that,” Beth replied.  “Maybe it was something that no mechanic would have noticed.  Does your wife blame you?”
 
   “No, she said what you just did, but it doesn’t matter.”
 
   Lyon started the car and pulled away from Karin’s house.
 
   “Do you still love her?  Your wife?” Beth asked a few minutes later as they turned onto the road along Lake Traunsee.  Lights from houses on the shore reflected off the alpine waters.
 
   Lyon took a while to answer.
 
   “Yes,” he said.
 
   “Then you should go home,” Beth replied.
 
   They drove in silence the rest of the way to Vienna.
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   Montreal
 
    
 
   Lyon stood outside his mother’s room at the Résidence Mont Royal.  With the Manet under his arm, he knocked on the door, feeling as if a seventy-year old circuit was about to be completed.
 
   “Who is it?” his mother said from behind the door.  He saw the peephole darken.
 
   He didn’t answer—he just smiled at the fisheye lens.
 
   “I said who is it?”
“It’s me, maman,” he sighed, then remembered how frustrated he was with her the last time he was here.  
 
   That could be me someday, he realized.
 
    “It’s David, maman,” he said in a brighter tone.  “I have a surprise for you.”
 
   For a long moment, the peephole stayed dark and she made no sound on the other side of the door.  At last he heard the click of the lock.
 
   The door opened, and he saw his mother—normally well-dressed and made up no matter the occasion—in a robe and slippers, her gray hair tucked behind her ears.  It was four in the afternoon.
 
   “Yes?” Florette asked.
 
   Her expression was blank and she showed no recognition of her son, but Lyon didn’t dwell on it.  Without saying a word, he held up the canvas for her to see.
 
   She gasped and snatched the painting from his hands.
 
   “Mes fleurs!” she exclaimed.  “How did you find them?”
 
   “It’s a long story, maman, but someone has been taking good care of it for you all these years.”
 
   She pulled him inside and shut the door, walking to a window to view the Manet in the afternoon sunlight.  She ran her fingertips over the brush marks.  Though there were tears on her cheeks, she smiled and looked transported to another place and time.
 
   “I told you to leave it alone,” she reminded him.
 
   “You did,” he admitted.  “You know, I can put it in your trunk for you if you like.  Or I can hang it up.  Whatever you want to do with it—it’s up to you.  Just don’t sell it.  I don’t think you should sell it.”
 
   Florette turned to him and kissed his cheek.
 
   “You are a good boy,” she said.  
 
   Lyon smiled.
 
   “Yeah, well.  Your ‘boy’ is feeling like an old man after traveling halfway around the world these last few weeks.”
 
   Her face darkened and she stroked his hair like she did when he was little.
 
   “Megan is dead,” she said as if a piece of her memory had slid into place.
 
   “Yes,” he replied.  Part of him had hoped she’d forgotten.
 
   “And you’ve been missing your Little Flower, too.”
 
   He bit his cheek to keep his composure.
 
   “Yes,” he replied.  “I’ve been missing her.”
 
   Something shook loose in his memory as well and he had an image of Megan when she was six or so, standing on their sailboat holding her pink fishing rod.  Lyon had tied a weight to the end of her line as her ‘hook’ and she was dropping it straight down into the water and reeling it in, over and over, laughing.  
 
   “I am going to hang it up,” Florette said.  “I’d like to look at it for however much time I have left.”
 
   “Maman … you’re going to be around for a long time, don’t talk like that,” Lyon said.
 
   “Maybe,” she replied.  “But after—this painting will be yours.  And then I want you to hang it up.  But not to remind you of me.  No.  When you look at it, it will be to think of Megan.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Epilogue
 
   Essex, Connecticut
 
    
 
   Turning off Route 9 on his drive back from the airport, Lyon’s phone rang.
 
   The screen read ‘Beth Krasner.’  He tapped it and brought the phone to his ear.
 
   “Hey.”
 
   “Hey there,” Beth said.  “How did it go?”
 
   “Great,” he replied.  “I shouldn’t have been so worried.  I could tell she remembered everything—she recognized it right away.”
 
   “Oh, I’m so glad to hear that,” she said.  “Listen, I’ve lined up someone who can authenticate the painting.  I told her the whole story and said it might actually be an unknown Manet.  She said she would get on a plane on her dime and go see it at your mother’s place.  She was that excited about it.”
 
   “Yeah … thanks for doing that, but I’d rather leave it alone.”
 
   “What do you mean?” she asked.  “Don’t you want to know for sure if it’s real?”
 
   “Not really, no.”
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “I’ll be honest with you—when I started this whole thing, it wasn’t about returning the painting.  It wasn’t about finding this object of sentimental value and bringing it back to my mother.”
 
   “I know,” Beth replied.  “You told me that in St. Petersburg.  You said it was about the money and I told you I didn’t believe it.”
 
   “Right,” he replied.  “At first, it was about the money.  I knew that if I found a missing Manet it would be worth tens of millions.  Then it became about the hunt itself.  I had nothing else going on in my life, and I guess I used it as an excuse—something to do.  Frankly, I didn’t think we were going to find it, but I kept going as long as there was another lead or another trail to follow.”
 
   Beth was quiet on the other end.
 
    “You still there?” he asked, making a left onto to Main St.  A line of pickup trucks was trailering boats to the river.
 
   “Yes,” she answered.  “I’m trying to reconcile what you’ve said with what I saw in Karin’s father’s studio.  I saw on your face that it wasn’t about money or about the thrill of the chase.”
 
   “Right.  Once I saw those orchids and that lemon, it changed for me.  It was like I could put myself in my great-grandfather’s place, wanting to give that painting to his new granddaughter, and I could feel what my grandfather felt when he called my mother Little Lemon after she disobeyed him or something.  I don’t know how else to describe it other than to say that I realized it was more than a painting—it was a thread that ran through my family, from my great-grandfather down to me and to my daughter.  Add to that everything Karin said about vanitas and all that meaning-of-life stuff her father talked about—I knew that it didn’t matter what the painting was worth or whether it was real or a fake.  All that mattered is that it was back where it belonged.”
 
   “Wow,” Beth replied.  “Okay.  It’s hard to argue with that.  All I’ll say is that you should think about the art world and how much it would mean if there was an unknown, previously lost Manet that had been found.  It would be a huge deal.”
 
   “I understand.  Maybe someday, but right now I’m content to leave it hanging on my mother’s wall with no one but us knowing about it.”
 
   “Alright, but let me know if you change your mind.”
 
   “I will.  So, what are you up to?”
 
   “I’m finishing that piece I’ve been working on about trophy art still in Russian hands.  Needless to say, I have a lot more material now.  I’m still not sure about including the government-mafia connection.  It may be more trouble than it’s worth.”
 
   “Toughen up,” Lyon said with a chuckle.
 
   “That’s easy for you to say,” she replied.  “Perhaps you’ve heard about all the Russian journalists ending up dead?  I’m on a polonium-free diet and I’d like to keep it that way.”
 
   Lyon made a left onto his street.  A neighbor was out weeding a flower bed by the road.  They waved to each other.
 
   He pulled into his driveway and sat there for a moment before he turned the car off, looking at his house.  Sarah had hung baskets of petunias along the front porch, their pink and purple flowers spilling over the sides.
 
   “Well, let me know when it gets published,” he told her, and said goodbye.
 
   Lyon took a deep breath and got out of the car.  He walked to the front door, feeling like a visitor at his own home.  He pressed the button to ring the bell.
 
   Sarah must have seen him coming, because she opened the door right away.  Lyon noticed that she was letting her auburn hair grow long and that she was wearing the blue sundress he had bought her on their trip to Aruba.  They both waited for the other to speak first.
 
   Sara stepped aside in the doorway, a silent invitation to come in.
 
   “Hi, honey,” Lyon said, and went home.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   "The property of municipalities, that of institutions dedicated to religion, charity and education, the arts and sciences, even when State property, shall be treated as private property.
 
   All seizure of, destruction or willful damage done to institutions of this character, historic monuments, works of art and science, is forbidden, and should be made the subject of legal proceedings."
 
   -Article 56 of the Hague Convention of 1907
 
    
 
    
 
   "In no walk of life can man fail to find richer experience as he falls under the influence of beauty immortalized by inspired genius. Even for the roughest of soldiers there is more of ancient history to be felt and understood in a lonely, graceful column rising against the sky in a naked field than there is in all the descriptive matter that has ever been written on the subject.... They who have dwelt with death will be among the most ardent worshipers of life and beauty and of the peace in which these can thrive."
 
   -Dwight D. Eisenhower
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